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Oh words of eamebt thought, I send thee forth, 
To speak to English hearts in English guise ; 

Aye, let The People judge, pronounce thy worth, 
I have no fear for thee fh>m kindly eyes. 

Some sigh of sympathy thou'lt surely earn, 
In stately palace or in cottage home. 
The sigher too find comfort, cease to yearn 
For that which ne'er returns for sigh or moan. 

The hitter grief which caused thy hirth hath fled. 
Life's sunshine hath once more come hack to me ; 

Not e'en in thought would I awake years dead, 
But revel in the joys of those that be. 

Tet still on Fashion's altar lay I down. 
What once was all the world (for me) held dear. 

What fancy pictured as life's brightest crown, 
But which no earthly pow'r could let me wear. 

So I resign it, and I laugh and sing, 
No sigh escapes my heart or lines my brow ; 

Oh words, my pray'r is thou indeed might'st bring 
Peace to the mourner such as fills me now. 

• 
If so, my efforts will be doubly blest. 

If but one heart amidst earth's living throng 
Casts forth its sorrows, owns to perfect rest. 

Bestowed on it, oh words by Marion ! 
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The moon is brightly beaming, love. 

The stars are glancing down ; 

The little lights are gleaming, love. 

From yonder distant town ; 

And I wait, wait, wait ; and watch, watch, wateh ; 

And strive the faintest echo of thy well-known steps 

to catch ; 
Bnt the only sound I hear. 
Through the loneliness so drear. 
Is the sobbing and the wailing. 
And the stormy, angry railing. 
Of the waves, of the booming, shrieking wavesy 
As they shout and loudly roar. 
To the pebbles on the shore. 
Or yon rooks that their wildest fury laves ! 
Now I listen to their shrieking 
Through the stilly night-air breaking. 
Till methinks their anguished wail 
Is of faithless love the tale ! 
There again, and yet again, 
Like a cry of wildest pain. 
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THE VOICES OF THE "WAVES. 



Comes the melancholy moaning of the sea ; 

And it talks in plainest words 

To the gulls, yon stormy hirds, 

But as plainly, love, it also talks to me : 

And this the tale it tells, 

As each mighty hiUow swells, 

Miron, watch no more — He'll not return to thee ! 

The moon is slowly sinking, love, 

Behind yon ancient tow'r, 

And fewer lights are blinking, love, 

For late has grown the hour ; 

And I wait — yes, still I wait, but no longer do I watch, 

For sounds of that sweet music which mine ears were 

wont to catch. 
When in whispers which love craves 
(To the chiming of the waves). 
Oh ! you told the dear old story. 
Of a future crowned with glory. 
Which glory was to be that love of ours. 
And we swore it should not sway, 
It should never pass away, 
But, alas ! quickly faded have its flow'rs ! 
Merry bright waves laughing, bowing. 
Heard us foolish creatures vowing 
That our own most depthless love. 
Than sea's depths would deeper prove ; 
That the stars should lose their light, 
Ere love's mom should turn to night ; 
And, alas ! how quickly has that dark night come ! 
But the stars on heaven's brow. 
As that eve, are beaming now. 
And I watch them, but I watch them all alone ; 
Whilst the billows toss and roar, 
Never more ! oh, never more ! 
For thy darling's love was fleeting as our foam I 
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The moon at last has waded, love. 

Through deepest clouds from sight, 

And from the town has faded, love, 

The last small twinkling light I 

But in the darkness, still I pace, pace, pace. 

For sun in all his glory would not brighten nature's 

face. 
Never, never more for me, 
Will a gleam of brightness be ; 
Darker still will dawn each morrow, 
Deeper still will grow the sorrow. 
That I whisper to my friends, the rolling waves ! 
And no sympathy I lack, 
For they quickly answer back, 
"With tales of rest that lie in shell-decked graves, 
And I check my hearths wild throbbing. 
As I listen to their sobbing, 
And they seem to whisper, " Die ; " 
But I answer, with a sigh, 
" Ah, not so ! oh, friends of mine, 
I must linger out the time, 
Ev'ry moment of the days that lie before ; 
And although I fain would rest. 
Far beneath sea's stormy breast, 
Yet I will not part us ever, ever more ; 
And such coward's deed, oh, sea ! 
Would but part my love and me. 
That dear love I hope to meet on yonder shore ! " 
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WHAT WOULD TO-DAY BE LIKE. 



]^at toonlJr io-hix^ ht lilt. 

What would to-day, this day be like, my darlmg, 

Had not fate parted us so long ago ; 
Would 8UD be o'er our heads as brightly shining, 

Would flow'rs around our feet as sweetly blow ; 
Would lark be singing in yon azure Heaven, 

As clear and blithe as on that long-past mom, 
When we those vows of fealty were plighting, 

When in such whirl of joy love's hopes were bom ? 

Or would life's storms around us'^two have gathered, 

Until the burden grew so hard to bear. 
That we should look upon each other, darling. 

But as the cause to each of pain and care P 
It might be so, and though God knows the parting. 

To me of death had all the anguished pain ; 
Yet I would glory in that anguish, rather 

Than thou should' st mourn thy life as lived in vain. 

Thou'rt happy now^ my darling, and the sorrows 

That heavy clouds threw o'er my path awhile 
Are sweeping by, and though the rifts are narrow. 

Yet through them rays of sunshine sometimes smile. 
My life's one love, thou' It never be forgotten, 

No, darling, not one moment can that be, 
Yet find I solace in the birds and flowers. 

That first grew dear through being loved by thee. 

I'm resting now amidst them, oh, my darling. 

And in my hand I grasp a crimson rose. 
Whose fragrant breath would seem to me to whisper 

Of joys to come, when weary eyes shall close. 
Bemember'st thou the fragrant crimson blossom, 

Thy first love gift (whose perfume ne'er has fled), 
'Twas given as an emblem of life's sweetness. 

That should not die till toe, my love, were dead. 



CABOL, BIBDIE. 



All me ! ah me ! 'tis true that man proposes, 

Bat He, who rules us with such mighty rod, 
But wields it, and, in vain our strongest eJSbrts, 

We cannot set aside the will of God ; 
And in our case, my darling, 'twas to sever 

Two hearts, that in those months had merged in one. 
To send thee forth, heartbroken, on life's joi^mey, 

And leave me here to brave its storms alone. 

But it was for thy good He did it, darling. 

And though I felt my heart one time rebel, 
I see thy happiness at last is perfect. 

And from my soul can murmur, " It is well." 
Thou'st found thy rose, oh, may its fragrant sweetness 

Live on for ever, and live but for thee, 
Wbilst life, bereft of all its stormy anguish. 

Will pass in quiet solitude for me. 

In solitudey my darling, not in sorrow , 

For nothing can my yearning hopes destroy. 
That yonder, where no thoughts of marriage enter, 

We two shall meet and dwell in endless joy. 
That high above yon sun so brightly shining. 

Our souls shall wing their flight far, far away. 
And know such joy as here would not be given, 

Though thou wert by my side as mine to-day. 



Cabol, birdie, carol sweetly 
From those branches high above ; 

Tell me,, can you see my darling. 
My heart's fondest, dearest love P 



CAROL, BIRDIE. 



You will know him, little birdie, 
For youVe often seen him here. 

And you've heard him whisper fondly 
I was to his heart as dear. 

Carol, birdie, carol sweetly. 

Tell me is he happy now ? 
Are his eyes as bright and sunny, 

And as free from care his brow ? 
Tell me, is he quite forgetting 

How he strove my love to win. 
When he caused me here to linger 

On that summer's eve with him ? 

Carol, birdie, carol sweetly. 

Say, does he remember yet, 
How we used to part in sorrow 

And how joyously we met ? 
Does he mind the murmured blessing 

That he at each parting gave. 
And how often he protested 

Love would die but in the grave ? 

Carol, birdie, carol sweetly, 

Tell me, does he give one thought 
To the heart that's nigh on breaking ? 

To the soul with anguish fraught ? 
Does he think of all the future 

With its vistas dark and drear ? 
Of the stony, thorny roadway 

That must lie before me here ? 

Carol, birdie, carol sweetly. 

But to him as well as me ; 
Tell him how I hope his lifetime 

From all sorrow will be free ; 






I MISS THEE. 



Tell Mm that he's still so precious 
To this loving heart of mine, 

That my daily earnest prayer 
Is life's sTin will o'er him shine. 

Carol, birdie, carol sweetly, 

Tell him how his love I miss. 
But that if he is contented 

I can bear my loss of bliss ; 
Still if e'er life's storms o'ertake him, 

Let him then turn for relief 
To the one who'll ne'er forsake him, 

But will share his ev'ry grief. 

Carol, birdie, carol sweetly 

From those branches high above ; 
Tell me, can-you see my darling ? 

My heart's fondest, dearest love ? 
Banish half, the pain and sorrow 

Now within my aching breast. 
By assuring me he's happy, 

And his memory at rest. 



I piss %\tt. 

When morning sun is lighting 

The rosy-tinted sky. 
And blithe lark carols gaily 

His matin song on high, 
I'm sad, the bright rays watching. 

And sad to hear the song ; 
Because I miss thee, darling, 

Our pleasant haunts among ; 
The heart is tuned to sorrow. 



8 I MISS THKB. 

That onoe oonld carol free, 
Ab birdies in tiieir ^adnoBs, 

But only snug of thee — 
Of thee, who taught it language 

Of happiness and Uiss, 
Then hade its raptore perish, 

Ko wonder that I miss, 
Ko wonder that I miss thee. 

My h>ve, my love I miss. 

I wander by the margin 
Of yonder ilowing tide. 

And hear the wayelets mnrmnr, 
" He should be by thy side." 

They tell me of those roamings, 
Our roamings by the sea, 



Where oft they heard thee whisper, ) 

'< Thon'rt more than life to me." 
Anon they sob and qniverf 

Toss high their foamy spray, 
Then roar with Toice of thunder, 

" His loTe has passed away.'* 
My darling, oh, my darling, 

If ocean talks like this, 
Can'st think I can forget thee, 

Can'st wonder that I miss, 
Can'st wonder that I miss thee. 

My love, my Iotc I miss. 

When even's dark'ning shadows 

Athwart the roadway nm. 
And (heralds of night's beauty) 

The stars shine one by one, 
I stray me forth to ponder 

Beneath yon ancient trees, 
And there again thy love tows 

Are whispered by the breeie ; 



I HISS THEE. 
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'Till in my bitter anguish, 

I cry aloud, aloud, 
" Oh, love, why shade my lifetime 

With such a heavy cloud, 
Why know I naught but sorrow. 

And others naught but bliss f 
Return, return, my darling, 

I miss thee, love, I miss. 
Oh, listen to my wailing. 

My love, my love I miss." 



Cease, weary heart, thy struggles 

Within my aching breast. 
He hears thee not, or hearing 

He cares not for thy rest. 
What though thy joys are blighted. 

Of his it dims not one, 
His life is free and happy. 

As ere thy love begun ; 
And that it is be thankful. 

This thought, like ray of light. 
Shall yet disperse thy sorrow. 

As mom disperses night. 
Be happy, then, my Duncan. 

As ere our first sweet kiss. 
But wonder not I miss thee. 

My love, my life I miss, 
Aye wonder not I miss thee, 

My love, my love I miss. 



10 BUT FOE ONE WOED FEOM THEE. 

^ut f0r ant Wioxh from "^jtt. 

Oh ! but for a message from thee, dear love, 

Oh ! but for Lword, one word, 
'Twere sweeter than honey to bee, dear love, 

'Twere sweeter than song to bird. 
But the moments flow in their weary course. 

And lengthen to days and years ; 
Whilst memory draws from their inmost source 

Regretful, passionate tears. 
The summer winds that in ecstasy float, 

High over the grass and flow'rs ; 
And the nightingale's soft, sweet dulcet note, 

Recall but those long dead hours. 
I listen to-night to the chiming bells. 

From yon Minster old and gray. 
Their beautiftil music ripples and swells. 

And these are the words they say : 
" Like us for a flickering time rejoice. 

Like us in silence repose, 
Till love re-awakes at the one dear voice 

That shall sound " — ah ! when ?— God knows ! 
For the bells are silent, they knew no more, 

So I plead for the rest in vain ; 
And I know their comfort for me is o'er. 

By the growth of my bitter pain. 
And I cry aloud in passionate wrath, 

** Why torture me thus, oh. Fate ? 
Bring back Life's sunbeams to gladden my path : " 

But a voice breathes low, " Too late." 
Oh ! Love of my Life, say must it be so. 

The future lie bleak and bare ; 
Hope's lilies and roses have ceased to blow 

When my tired feet wander there ? 
Shall waken no sign, no glimmer of bliss. 

No thought of a time to be. 
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When winds of heaven shall echo Loye's kiss, 

Its accents murmured to me P 
What whispers thy glittering light, star ? 

Dost thou bring me comfort, dear ? 
And say that clouds which are brightest afar. 

Are drearest and darkest near ? 
That the air is cold till the showers fall, 

Then the chill and shade is past ; 
The cloud disperses, and over us all 

Is its silver lining cast. 
Thus be it, star ! let the fancy dwell 

Within my desolate heart ; 
For surely the two who have loved so well, 

Foes cannot for ever part. 
But, oh ! for a message from thee, dear love, 

But, oh ! for a word — one word, 
'Twere sweeter than honey to bee, dear love, 

'Twere sweeter than song to bird. 



Softly fall the shades of even. 

As 1 watch the sun decline ; 
To mine ears these words are given, 

** Peace be thine I sweet peace be thine ! " 
'Tis a band of little children 

Softly singing the refrain ; 
Hark ! upon the breeze 'tis wafted ; 

There, again, and yet again. 
"Peace," I murmur, " sorrow rather 

Is my portion here below ; " 
And the tears begin to gather, 

As I wonder why 'tis so. 
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Oh ! my darling, dark clouds hoyer— 

Clouds of sorrow shadow me : 
Where art thou, my friend, my lover, 

And does sweet peace dwell with thee P 

Why did hard fate bid us sever ; 

Drift us thDS so far apart ; 
Blighting, killing now and ever 

Ev'ry joy within my heart ? 
Clouds, they say, have silver lining, 

But I cannot see it here ; 
If for me that light is shining 

'Tis but in another sphere ; 
And to-night I'm longing, darling, 

Longing for the time to come. 
When the angels', arms shall bear me 

Through the clouds to yon bright home. 
Hark ! again those children's voices 

With their soft, sweet cadence chime ; 
As they sing my heart rejoices 

In their words, " Sweet peace be thine.'* 

See, the sun beneath yon billow 

For the night has sunk to rest, 
like a child who makes its pillow 

On a loving mother's breast ; 
In the air I hear the humming 

Of the busy honey bee. 
As he hastens homeward, coming 

With his spoils from off the lea ; 
All things speak of rest from trouble. 

Saving I, save only I, 
Who alone can hope for quiet, 

When I lay me down to die : 
Still 'twould bring some ease, my darling, 

To this weary heart of mine. 
Could I know for certain, darling, 

Peace was thine, sweet peace was thine. 



SWEET PEACE BE THINE. 
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Mom and eve of thee I'm dreaming, 

And those dreams thy form restore ; 
Yonder stars, so brightly beaming, 

Take me back to eyes of yore. 
When, -with thee, I watched them glisten 

Brightly in the simimer skies. 
When mine ears were charmed to listen 

To that love which lit thine eyes. 
Oh ! my darling, why then fancy 

That my love could ever fail ? 
Why so weak as heed their slander. 

Bend thine ear to such a tale, 
As to-night should set me weeping 

O'er those blighted hopes of mine P 
Still might joy thy heart be keeping. 

Peace be thine, sweet peace be thine. 

Vows of love in endless number, 

Flood my memory this eve, 
Yows I sometimes dare to wonder 

Oould'st thou at that time believe — 
When my brow thy lips caressing. 

Left their fondest imprint there — 
Did'st believe / was the blessing 

From thy life thou could' st not spare. 
If 'twas so, oh ! why this sorrow, 

Clouding all our earthly way ? 
Still I love thee, oh ! I love thee. 

And that love will ne'er decay ; 
It will plead— To thee be given 

Joys' that never can be mine ; 
Till we ineet at last in Heaven 

Peace be thine, sweet peace he thine. 
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A PRAYBB. 



^ fragtr. 



Oh, love, why bidest thou so far away, 

Yet art so near — so very, very near, 
That I can look upon thy face each day, 

The ringing cadence of thy dear voice hear, 
Can watch thee flitting ever to and fro, 

The same sad gloom o'ershadowing thy brow, 
That speaks of sorrow for lost long ago — 

A sorrow surely thou mayest banish now. 

Can'st still believe the world e'en more than me, 

The lying tongues that forced us two apart. 
And art thou, love, so blind thou can'st not see 

That I am dying of a broken heart ? 
Not all thy love if lavished now could save 

The life that once thou held'st so very dean ; 
Beneath my feet there yawns an open grave. 

The Reaper Death has brought his sickle near. 

But ere it touches me, come back, come back, 

And softly whisper as thou used to do, 
Throw one bright gleam upon earth's fading track, 

By saying, ** Miron, thou, my love, art true" 
Aye, even as I write I feel the bliss 

Thrill ev'ry chord of love within my soul. 
To think a time may come when words like this 

Shall cheer me onwards to all Nature's goal. 

The days pass in their weary course along. 

And lengthen as they go to weeks and years, 
But all uncheered for me by mirth and song. 

Drowned since u?e parted in a flood of tears. 
They say each sigh afresh makes fond hearts bleed, 

If so, no wonder that I soon must die, 
My heart's life's blood must oft have flowed indeed, 

For I am ever answ'ring sigh with sigh. 



iniBIEL. 
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Oh, Robere, dearest, listen, I implore, 

Come back to Miron, but a little while. 
Speed on her journey to that distant shore 

With tender word and gentle, loving smile ; 
Restore a remnant of the long gone past. 

The old sweet intercourse once more renew, 
Hold me to thy fond bosom at the last 

And whisper, " Miron, love, I know thou*rt true." 



Mttriel, sweet Muriel, gentle, winning Muriel, 
I love thee— oh, I love thee as I never loved before ! 

Though boyhood's wonted blisses. 

And boyhood's scattered kisses, 
I have taken and have given too o'er and o'er and o'er. 

But boyhood's days have passed me by. 

Now manhood's prime is very nigh, 

And this is love that cannot die 
To thee I proffer, Muriel. 

Muriel, sweet Muriel, gentle, winning Muriel I 
I offer the protection which a man alone can give ; 

My arm shall shield and guard thee. 

From ev'ry sorrow ward thee, 
And be thy sure, safe guidance, love, as long as we shall live. 

By yonder gleaming stars above. 

To thee I swear truth, faith, and love ; 

Let years that lie before us prove 
I love thee, sweetest Muriel ! 

Muriel, sweet Muriel, gentle, winning Muriel ! 

The roses and the lilies on thy cheeks are blooming fair, 

Whilst th^ step is swift and light, 

And thine eyes like jewels bright, 
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THE SAILOB's wife. 



And umbeams gccm to tangle in t hy w a ? y gdden hair ; 

But, oh, the iwes will not last. 

The funbeamt , too, will fade as fast ; 

Tet when thy yonth and beanty's past, 
I still wiU lore thee, MnrieL 

Mniiel, sweet Mnriel, gentle, winning Mniiei, 
Gaze deep into mine eyes, lore, read the story they 
reveal I 

By this kiss npon thine hand 

Thou art dearest in the land ; 
Bnt thus folded to my breast, I Lore's solemn contract 
seal; 

May deepest punishment be mine. 

If e'er I cause in future time 

Pain to sear that heart of thine, 
My love, my life, my Muriel I 



Oh, winds, the night is dreary, 
Blow ye gently o'er the sea, 

For dark the pathless waters 
He is traversing to me. 

Long weary months I've waited. 
Watching both by day and night, 

And in my casement window 
I have placed the promised light. 

In vain. His gallant vessel, 
Never yet has come to view ; 

Oh, winds, when will ye waft me 
My laved husband, brave and true P 



THE SAILOR S WIFE. 
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Our boy, in baby language, 
Night and morning joins with me 

In praying for the father — 
Who is sailing on the sea. 

With blue eyes gravely gazing, 
As he wandered by my side, 

He watched with me this morning 
The outgoing of the tide. 

He saw that I was weeping, 
Oh, how could my baby learn, 

That in mine ear he whispered 
With the tide he will return '. 

** Weep ye no more, dear mother, 
For I know my dream was true, 

That said ere day has ended 
He'll come back to me and you." 

Hush, winds, above thy rushing, 
What's that sound ? Oh, can it be ? 

Thank Grod, it is my husband 
Who at last has come to me. 

All thanks to our Creator, 

Oh, dread winds, who made ye sleep, 
And stilled the raging billows 

Of the ever mighty deep. 
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PAETED. 



Pabted for aye ; how sad it seems 

To listen to the story 
Of parted lovers, yanished dreams, 

A lifers lost hopes of glory. 

Parted for aye, yet not apart ; 

Sundered, yet daily meeting ; 
Those two, who once spoke heart to heart. 

Now pass without a greeting. 

Without a greeting ! Spoke I thus — 

Ah, smoothest runs the river 
Where greatest depths reflect the blush 

Of sunset's golden quiver. 

Look at their faces, mark the frown 

O'er all his brow extending : 
Look well at him ; in eyes cast down 

Both love and scorn are blending. 

Now look at her. Defiance gleams 
From out her gray eyes' splendour : 

She's passed him by; now watch the beams 
Of love so strong and tender. 

WeU, such is life. Though sweet the rose. 

By thorns it is surrounded, 
And so those two have countless foes 

Whose hatred is unbounded. 

And what to them are ruined lives, 

So as they get their wishes ; 
They bless the one who with them strives 

To smother love and kisses. 
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They look on slander as no crime, 

They see in truth no beauty ; 
They all to cruelty incline, 

Then say, " We\'e done our duti/,^^ 

Gto on, good folks, your dut^ do ; 

May be, you'll stop earth's moving : 
You cannot kill a heart that's true, 

Nor stop that heart from loving. 

You cannot check the tender word, 

To human ear ne'er spoken : 
The glance that says, without be'ng heard, 

*^ My promise is unbroken. 

"I gave my heart's first love to you ; 

That love no time can smother I 
I have been, afn, and wiU be true, 

I cannot love another. 

" You promised me, long years ago, 
Your love should never falter : 

I gave you mine, for weal or woe, 
And true love cannot alter." 



c 2 
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FORGIVENESS. 



I WILL be blithe. In mirth and song 

I'll pass the hours away ; 
Each eye shall see, amidst the throng, 

I'm gayest of the gay. 



'Tis only in the lonesome night, 
When darkness broods above, 

That I will dare to think of thee, 
My first, but faithless love. 

They say another claims thee now, 
Thou'st found another shrine, 

And kisses fall upon her brow. 
That once were only mine. 

To her art thou e'en more than life. 

As thou wert once to me ; 
If so, she'll make a better wife 

Perhaps than I could be. 

God bless thee both— aye, e'en for her 
I'U pray for thy dear sake ; 

And think of both as happy, though 
My heart is like to break. 
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Oh, montli of roses, with thy balmy air, 

The perfume of whose breath is sweet, so sweet, 
The beauty of whose 'domments are so fair. 

It grieves man to the heart that they should fleet. 
How is it / can take no joy from thee ? 

Why breathest thou no music to my soul ? 
Why comes such passion of wild pain to me, 

As thou athwart my life's lone pathway roll ? 

It is that mem*ry takes me back once more 

To month of roses, oh, so long ago. 
When, giving me one crimson bloom, he swore 

That life for me should hold no pain or woe. 
Ah, even now my heart gives bounding thriU 

At thought of happiness so true, so deep ; 
I wonder at myself for living still, 

When joy had yet been mine in death's long sleep. 

The rose he gave me, still is mine, is here. 

But every vestige of its bloom has fled ; 
For, with thy dying'on that blissful year, 

I found the blossom and the love, too, dead. 
Thou livest once again ; as seasons roll 

Again and yet again thou'lt reign on earth ; 
But love can never more enthral my soul. 

For love like mine can know no second birth. 

And this, oh, month of roses, this is why 

All thy bright beauty is but pain to me. 
And when thou, in thy glory, passeth by, 

Naught but one crimson blossom do I see, 
And that is dead : see, thus its leaves I kiss, 

And cry aloud in very bitterness of pain, 
" Oh, June, thou bear'st no rose so dear as this, 

For love that gave it ne'er can live again." 
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WHEN WE TWO LOVED. 



We looked around ; behold, arose 

Sights, sounds we could not smother; 
We saw reflected in our woes 

The woes of ev*ry other. 
We took our severed paths in life, 
/ sought the homes where want was rife. 
You battled with the world's dark strife 

With might and main. 
And now where'er I take my way, 
I hear the people fondly say, 
" God bless him each and ev'ry day ! " 

And not in yain. 
Xo, not in yain, for blessings bright 

Your onward path is strewing; 
You've clambered fame's most dizzy height. 

Since you to me came wooing. 

And now mi/ happiness I And 

In hearing of your glory, 
Your first love perished, but to find 

A hero for life's story ; 
And I go on my path of peace, 
Xor find my labours ever cease. 
But still my griefs somehow decrease. 

Along the road. 
For fancy paints a vision rare, 
A home of beauty bright and fair. 
And we might join each other there, 

In that abode. 
The joy of life, here side by side, 

To us was never given. 
But after day comes eventide. 

Then might we meet in heaven ! 
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JrsT a week ago to-morrow 

Life was very bright to me ; 
There was not one cloud or ripple 

On its surface I could see. 
I sat listening that morning 

As sweet music rose and fell ; 
For true music was the laughter 

Of our little Fairy Bell. 

She was like a gleam of sunshine, 

"With her wavy golden hair, 
With her eyes of heaven's azure, 

And her face so pure and fair. 
She had seemed around us ever 

To be weaving some sweet spell, 
For each heart would own its capture 

By our little Fairy Bell. 

But she was too like an angel 

On this weary earth to stay ; 
So her sisters came and called her, 

And with them she went away. 
"Now what we shall do without her, 

I am sure I cannot tell ; 
For our greatest blessing perished 

With our little Fairy Bell. 

I am sitting by the bed-side, 

Whereupon in deep repose, 
Fairy Bell is calmly lying. 

Freed from all earth's cares and woes. 
On mine ear a sound is falling — 

One, two, three ; it is the knell 
They are ringing for our darling. 

So good-bye, sweet Fairy Bell. 
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It was on a sweet Spring morning, oh, so many years ago, 
That the shadow fell upon me of a deep and deathless woe, 
For no love my heart had moved, Duncan, my soul had known 

no guile, 
'Till its windows met that morning the bright radiance of your 

smile. 
I remember how you pointed out the budding leaves that 

day, 
And ere Nature's sweet theme ended you had ta'en my heart 

away ; 
You had ta'en my heart away, Dimcan, oh, give it back again, 
For the void is filled to bursting with a weary, aching pain. 

It was on a Summer^a morning, loudly rang the thrushes' 

song. 
And our hearts its music echoed as we made our way along 
Through the meadows rich with clover, 'neath the silver 

birchen tree. 
Through the barley, nodding gaily to the busy honey bee. 
Though we talked of something, Duncan, it was not of leaves 

that day, 
But the pages of a lifetime that in love should pass away ; 
Of the time your arms should shield me from each thought or 

sigh of pain. 
So love's bud broke into blossom, and I gave my heart in vain. 

It was on an Autvmn'a morning, thick the brown leaves 

strewed the ground, 
And the wind wailed through the branches with a sad and 

solemn sound, 
Just as though it mourned in sorrow o'er fair nature's swift 

decay, 
O'er the birds, and bees, and flowers, that had made the earth 

80 gay. 
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We two stood beneath the branches. Though our words were 

few and brief, 
There was mingled with their utterance no sound of bud or 

leaf: 
For, alas I like breath of Autumn kills the leaves upon the tree. 
So the rank foul breath of slander killed jour so-called love 

for me. 

It was on a Winter^ s morning, but the air was bright and clear. 
And the Christmas bells loud chiming seemed to echo, " Mortals, 

hear. 
Oh, this is the happy morning when He came to bring you 

peace. 
To promote good will among you, and to bid your sorrows 

cease." 
As you heard their sweet tones, Duncan, as you held me to your 

heart. 
Did you fail to read my anguish that you whispered, " We 

must part." 
Oh, I used to think you loved me, but I own I hardly know. 
When I think of how you left me on that morning in the snow. 



Among yon wooded covers 
There^s just a pretty view : 

A youthful pair of lovers 
Must surely be those two. 

But, hark ! the girl is sobbing. 
He tries to soothe in vain ! 

For is not his heart throbbing 
With weariness of pain ? 



28 THE BEGINXING. 



This is their first sad parting ; 

He can no longer stay, 
To-morrow he is starting 

For distant lands away. 

" My Mabel, still your weeping ; 

The summer shall not fade 
Ere I return — for keeping 

The promises IVe made." 

Then answered Mabel, sighing, 
" Oh, Leonard, dear, be true, 

And think of me as dying 
Ere I am false to you. 

" In vain I try to smother 
The thought that it might be. 

When far away, some other 
"Will steal your heart from me, 

** Look up, my bonnie Mabel, 
At yonder beaming sky. 

The sun is not more able 
To speak truth, love, than I ; 

" And he will fade for ever. 
Ere I untrue shall prove ; 

Believe, love, though we sever, 
In my abiding love." 

He went, and summer vanished 

Again and yet again ; 
But years have never banished 

Sweet Mabel's weary pain. 

Deep lines of grief and sorrow 
Are graven on her brow ; 

In vain she strives to borrow 
One gleam of comfort now. 
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THE END. 29 



Hope's fingers fail in twining 
Its garland round her head ; 

She sees the sun is shining, 
Knows love for her is dead. 

She hears. A hlue-eyed maiden, 
He fondly calls his own ; 

And she, so sorrow laden. 
Must dwell on earth alone. 

But nothing lasts for ever, 
And joy for her shall heam, 

When Death itself shall cast her 
On Life's eternal stream. 



^t (5n&. 



An ancient lady is sitting 
Alone in the dim firelight : 

Her hands are husily knitting, 
Her feet on the fender bright. 

No sound is heard, save the ticking 
Of the time-piece loud and slow. 

And the needles' swift, sharp clicking, 
As they hasten to and fro. 

" Alas ! " said the lady, " sorrow. 
Why hast thou pursued me here, 

Tester, to-day, and to-morrow 
Alike, so lonely and drear ? 

" But for one hour of the dawning 
Backward if Time would but move. 

Showing me Life's happy morning 
One moment of long ago love I 
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FATE'S MIBRO&. 



" Oh, that the silence were broken. 
That for one moment his voice 

Gould speak in tones it has spoken. 
Bidding my fond heart rejoice ! 

*' Ah, me ! when fate bid ns sever 
The light of my life went oat ; 

What parted ns, love, for ever ? — 
Aye, what was it all abont ? 

'' Bnt snrely I'm near the ending, 
My thoughts are of thee to-night ; 

Past time with present is blending 
This eve in the dim firelight ! 

'* Oh, Leonard, Life's stormy weather 
For me, love, is almost o'er, 

I pray we might meet together 
At last on that brighter shore ! " 

She ceased, and slowly the knitting 
Fell out of her palsied hand, 

Her form in the chair was sitting. 
Her sonl in the Spirit Land. 



It seems that a mirror before me lies. 
And I look on its isjo^ with longing eyes, 
For it throws forth a view of bygone years. 
Though bnt dimly seen through a mist of tears. 

There's a vision now of a cosey room, 

Where the firelight plays with the twilight's gloom, 

And the shadows dance with a merry air. 

O'er that woman's form in the easy chair. 
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Her face is uptumed, and a glad surprise 
Gleams forth from tlie depths of her earnest eyes, 
Eor a man breathes low to her listening ear, 
The beautiful story so old and dear. 

The story that Adam first breathed to Eve, 
That woman but hears to at once believe ; 
Alas, man ! for that worship so true 
Given that night and for ever to you. 

Have you forgotten the exquisite bliss 

Of love's fi.rst embrace, and its first sweet kiss ? 

Oh, have you forgotten the loving tone, 

And the whispered words, " I am yours alone ? " 

'^ As long as the sands of this life shall run, 
So long shall last the true love you have won ; 
The fiowers shall fade and the rivers dry. 
Ere the love I give you to-night shall die." 

The picture has changed, and the cold white snow 
Lies thick on the hills and the vales below ; 
Two forms are portrayed, and the woman there 
Is the same who sat in the easy chair. 

Her face is uplifted to his again, 
But the beautiful eyes are so full of pain, 
That he feels in his own the tear-drops start, 
As he clasps her close to his beating heart. 

They're parting for ever ! Saddest farewells 
Are mockingly echoed by New Year's bells, 
That seem to gleefully shout in their ears, 
" Happy New Year ! Many happy New Years ! " 

£ing on, bells, but your happiest chime. 
Shall speak of no joy for all future time. 
For the joyf ulest sounds ye ever gave, 
Pealed merrily over a First Love's grave ! 



32 BEAM HEIQHTLY ON MY LOVE, O STARS. 



I PRAY, stars, thy radiant light, 
May fall upon my love to-night, 
And be as beauteous in his sight 
As years ago. 

When we two wandered side by side, 
My love and I his promised bride. 
And dreamt not then there could betide 
One thought of woe. 

How oft beneath thy silver beams. 
We've loitered o'er the self- same scenes, 
Onr hearts too full of love's sweet dreams. 
Their spell to break ! 

We've stood upon the surf -washed shore, 
And listened to the ocean's roar. 
As we shall never listen more : 
Why, Fate, this freak ? 

Is life too sweet, too full of joy, 
That thou should' st all thy might employ, 
One heart's great blessiug to destroy. 
To set at naught 

The longing, yearning wish of one, 
For whom life had not e'en begun, 
Until by her his love was won ? 
Oh, dearly bought 

That love, for which she gave her all, 
Her heart's full wealth beyond recall ! 
Her recompense how poor, how small ! 
How quickly fled 



WHAT MADE NATTJEE SWEET TO ME. 33 

His love, that through the Summer hours, 
Like sun put forth its greatest pow'rs, 
Then perished with the Summer flow'rs, 
And now is dead ! 

But mine doth through each season hloom, 
Through Summer's heat and Winter's gloom, 
But rest is mine beyond the tomb, 
Freedom from woe. 

Beam on him, stars, from out yon sky, 
Check for him thought of care or sigh. 
Bear to my love my last good bye ! 
I long to go. 



My heart is sad and mournful 

Through the long bright Summer hours. 
The birds' son^s turn to wailing. 

And a blight is on the flow'rs ; 
The brook, whose banks Love wandered — 

Sweetest love by us portrayed — 
Meanders now as ever 

Througji the valley and the glade ; 
But no more in its beauty 

Can I revel like the bee. 
For Nature in all phases 

Drew her charms for me from thee. 

To me thy voice was music, 
As it whispered of sweet love, 

And birds its accents echoed 
From the branches high above. 



34 WHAT 3CADE TXATUKE SWKET TO ME. 

Each blossom of the Summer 

Was a rare and priceless gem, 
For sake of hands that culled it 

For his Myra's diadem. 
The bright brook made soft music, 

As it almost laved our feet ; 
Yes, to me it was thy presence 

That made Nature seem so sweet ! 

But thy love, like Summer's flow'rs. 

Could not bear the Winter's chill, 
So when that came it perished 

Like the fern on snow-capped hill ; 
And when they falsely whispered 

That my heart was none of thine, 
That other's love-wreathed chaplets 

Had crowned this brow of mine. 
Like bitter east winds wither 

Flow'rs and fruits o'er which they rove, 
Did poisoned shafts of slander 

Kill thy so-called deathless love. 

No thought that bitter grieving 

Could so nearly break my heart 
Across thy mind e'er wandered, 

When thus bidding love depart. 
Oh, my darling, did thy fancy 

Picture others 'midst the throng 
Who'd tell thee tale more truthful. 

Or would give thee love more strong P 
It matters not, they triumphed, 

They were more to thee than I, 
So thy love died like the flowers. 

Whilst, alas, mine cannot die ! 
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Dost remember, oh, my darling, 

How ye said in days of yore, 
** That our hearts were twin in feeling, 

Would be twin for evermore : 
That thy ev'ry pulse would perish 

Ere it failed to beat with mine, 
That each fancy I could cherish 

Would but picture each of thine I " 

Oh, the long, long years in passing. 

Have they failed my love to prove, 
That mj/ heart is true and constant. 

Whilst thine own has ceased to love ? 
Ah, thou knewest not in twining 

Love's fair garland round my brow. 
That my soul, that love first 'shrining. 

Felt no more than feeling now. 

Still I blame thee not, for nature 

Made thy heart like Summer's sun, 
Fierce, impetuous in its wooing, 

'Till its deadly work was done — 
Deadly, for like tender flower 

Droops beneath the noontide heat, 
So my heart 'neath love's great power 

Laid its treasiLres at thy feet. 

There they laid, for thou wert weary. 

Summer hours had passed away. 
And thy love died off in coolness. 

As the even follows day. 
Thou and I shared joy together, 

I must bear my grief alone ; 
If for thee comes stormy weather 

Then return to me mine own, 
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Do I love thee ? Do I love thee ? 

Ask the busy humming bee 
If it loves the summer's sunshine, 

Or the flow'rs upon the lea I 
Ask the bird whose thrilling music 

Fills with melody the air, 
If he loves the mate who waits him, 

Hid among the clover there ! 
Lift thine eyes to yonder branches 

Of the grand old forest trees. 
Ask them if they love the wooing 

Of the gentle summer breeze ! 
Could they speak, I'd wait their answer, 

Knowing well what that would be — 
*' Yes, we love them ; oh ! we love them ; " 

Even so do I love thee. 

Do I love thee ? Do I love thee ? 

Ask the captive in his cell 
If he'd love to gain his freedom, 

And the home he knows so well ! 
Do I love thee ? Ask the camel. 

As he roams the desert drear, 
If the verdure-clad oasis 

Than the sand is not more dear ! 
Ask the wrecked upon the ocean, 

Far amidst the billows' roar. 
If they'd love to see a lifeboat 

That should bear them to the shore ! 
Could they speak, I'd wait their answer. 

Knowing well what that would be — 
" Yes, we love them ; oh ! we love them ; " 

Even so do I love thee. 



man's vows. 
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Do I love thee ? Do I love thee ? 

See, I press thee to my heart, 
And I swear life's sunshine dieth 

Out for me if we must part. 
My oasis in the desert, 

And my lifehoat on life's sea ; 
Dearer far than fame or fortune, 

Aye I or e'en than life to me. 
Dear to bee is bonnie flower, 

Dear to bird is mate and nest ; 
But thou'rt more to me than either, 

And T swear to love thee best. 
Hear my vows, they are my answer, 

Could' st thou doubt what it would be ? 
As the blossoms love the sunshine. 

Even 80 do I love thee. 



Do I love thee ? Do I love thee ? 

Oh, the summer hours are done ; 
The bird has ceased his trilling. 

And the bee has ceased to hum. 
The blossoms fair are withered, 

That once bloomed upon the lea ; 
Whilst the Autumn winds are sighing, 

Driving leaves from hedge and tree. 
And a lonely woman sobbing. 

Answers Nature's moan with moan — 
" Oh, his love was like the summer. 

And with summer it has flown ! " 
Do I love thee ? Do I love thee ? 

This his answer should have been : 
*'Till I see one brighter, fairer, 

In my heart thou reignest queen." 



38 SHALL I WHISPER ? 
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Shall I whisper, shall I tell thee, what thon art now to me ? 
What the sun is to the flowers, their honey to the bee, 
What the breezes to the forest, what light is to the day — 
Their life, their whole existence, without which they'd pass 
away — 
All this art thou to me ! 

Shall I whisper, shall I tell thee, how priceless is thy love ? 
It makes of earth a heaven, it breathes of heaven above, 
It throws a halo round me, keeps my soul from taint of wrong, 
Till life's most mournful numbers are all altered into song — 
All this it does for me ! 

Shall I whisper, shall I tell thee, should e'er thy love decrease, 
How with its going, ev'ry joy on earth for me would cease ? 
The sun would lose its glory, and the flow'rs no more would 

blow 
For her who loves thee, darling, if thy love should fail her so — 
Then let it live for me ! 

Shall I whisper, shall I tell thee, what rules this world of 

ours, 
What turns a barren wilderness to wilderness of flow'rs ? 
Aye ! what would turn a prison to a palace rich and rare ? 
'Tis sweet love which rules all nations, and makes this world 

so fair — 
And so sweet love rules me ! 



WHISFEB TO THE DBEAM FAYS. 
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Whispee softly, oh, my lover, 

When the stars begin to peep, 
And bright dreams around me hover. 

Whisper softly whilst I sleep. 
Tell the winds to bear your message 

Through the land of happy dreams ; 
Bid them say you are not faithless. 

Nor is life just what it seems. 
Say how if I wait in patience 

You will once more come to me, 
How our life of bygone glory 

In the future yet shall be. 

Tell the dream fays how our parting 

Causes you, too, bitter pain ; 
Bid them check my tear-drops starting, 

For that we shall meet again ; 
How it was to spare me sorrow, 

Stay each trembling sigh and fear. 
That you promised me a morrow 

Which as yet, love, is not here. 
Tell them how you breathed a blessing 

When you passed my window by — 
Aye, my darling, whisper softly, 

As the dream fays o'er me fly. 

For your presence sorely needing, 

For your hand to smooth my brow, 
Listen to my earnest pleading, 

Whisper to the dream fays now. 
Stars are peeping from high heaven. 

Peace breathes forth in all around ; 
Thus our parting night was given 

With no single jarring sound. 
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THE SMUiE AND THE YB/OWN. 



Ah, the light is fading, fading, 
Slumher takes me by the hand : 

Hark ! I hear your message stealing 
Softly through the dream fay's land. 



Folks say that it rains and is bitterly cold, 

Oh, I wonder now how that can be, 
When each thing /look at is brighter than gold. 

And the world's full of sunshine to me ! 
The flowers look fairer than e'er to my eyes, 

And the ripple of streamlets I hear ; 
But still they're complaining of dark sombre skies,. 

And the drip of the rain drops, how drear ! 
But what can to me be the darkest of days 

When my heart is so lightsome the while ? 
I feel not the cold, and I see not the rain. 

For you gave me this morning a smile — 

A smile, yes, you gave me this morning a smile. 

What, Summer sun shining, and flowers so bright ? 

Oh, I cannot tell how that may be ! 
The shadows, /fancy, look dismal as night, 

And a cold blast comes over the sea. 
What a beautiful day for rowing ? say you ? 

No, no, no ! I should shiver with cold ; 
1^0 sun beams for me, though perhaps it is true 

That for you it bathes all things in gold. 
But what can to me be the brightest of days. 

When the sun of my heart has gone down ? 
I see not the sunshine, I smell not the floVrs, 

For you gave me this morning a frown — 

A frown, yes, you gave me this morning a frown. 
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Oh, life is but short in this valley of tears, 

Let us help, then, each other along. 
Though trouble it might be to soothe other's cares, 

Yet we turn wail to blithest of song ; 
It costs us but little to say a kind word, 

When the heart is near breaking with pain ; 
That heart surely never such sweet music heard. 

And such music's ne'er given in vain ; 
Then speak ye all kindly, 'twill ease each one's toil, 

Oh, away with harsh language, I pray. 
Give soft cheerful greeting, and bright sunny smile, 

They will help us along on life's way — 

Life's way, they will help us along on life's way. 



W^t ^aim of tlgt ^HIs. 

Joyously pealing o'er moorland and fell, 
Solenmly stealing through dingle and dell. 
Filling with music the sweet-scented air. 
Calling His people to mingle in prayer ? 
*' Hasten, oh, hasten," the bells seem to say, 
" Follow us, follow us hither and pray I 
Sweet rest is given thee all on this day. 

Rejoice ! oh, rejoice ! 
Lay ye aside the dread battle of life. 
Cease from its struggles and smother all strife ; 
Ye with whom sorrow and weeping are rife, 

List to our voice ! " 
List to the bells, to each heart let them speak 
Of Him who came down sin's fetters to break ; 
Will ye refuse, then, due homage to pay 
To Him who hath said, ** Rest, rest, on this day P" 
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Merrily pealing o'er moorland and fell, 
Joyously stealing through dingle and dell, 
Telling the people this bright Summer-tide, 
Welcome their lord with his bonnie fair bride. 
" Hasten, oh, hasten," the bells seem to say, 
*' Wave high the banners and loud music play. 
Greet her who comes to his castle this day 

From childhood's dear home. 
That she is welcome, oh, now let her see. 
Let thy shouts reach her o'er meadow and lea. 
Let this her greeting from thousand tongues be — 

* We're glad thou art come ! 
We'll cherish and love thee, maiden so fair. 
Thy servants to thee fidelity swear ; 
All hail to thee, bride of our well-beloved lord, 
Thy joys shall be ours, our law be thy word ! ' " 

Franticly pealing o'er moorland and fell, 
Merrily stealing through dingle and dell. 
Joyously telling the folks this Spring mom, 
" An heir, an heir to yon castle is born ! " 
Shout in your gladness and broach the strong ale, 
Kindle the fires to light mountain and vale. 
Fire the big gun, let the welcome news sail 

The villages o'er. 
Oh, mother and babe, full many a prayer 
Angels from us to their Master will bear. 
That He will see fit the treasure to spare 

From heaven's bright shore ! 
Oh, dark is the night, and late is the hour, 
What meaneth the light from yonder lone tow'r ? 
Who walks that chamber in anguish so wild ? 
He who is mourning his wife and their child. 

Solemnly pealing o*er moorland and fell. 
Mournfully stealing through dingle and dell ; 
Sobbing and sighing like catching of breath, 
Telling us all of the Angel of Death, 
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Who came when the stars were shrouding their light, 
Stole on the dark sombre clouds of the night', 
Bore mother and babe to heaven so bright, 

And left him alone. 
Alone with his grief, alone with his tears, 
Ere hardly had died the villagers' cheers. 
Whilst their sounds still rung in his maddened ears 

Their dear cause was gone. 
Oh, hark at the bells as they sadly toll, 
'Tis the last, last knell for departed soul. 
And the saddest tale that thy music tells. 
Ye solemn and sad, but beautiful bells. 



I AM sitting by the fireside. 

And my heart is sad to-night. 
As my fancy traces pictures 

In those caverns full of light. 
Now methinks I see a cottage. 

With clematis covered o'er. 
And the roses hang in clusters 

High above the cottage door. 
Hark ! a thrush is singing gaily 

In a cage that hangs outside, 
And the bees are humming, humming. 

In the heat of Summer-tide ! 

The low casement's thrown wide open. 
And a maiden sitting there 

Seems to revel in the beauty 
That surrounds her everywhere — 

In the beauty of the flowers, 
In their fragrance sweet and strong, 
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In the humming bees' low murmur, 
And the thrush's joyous song. 

Low she sings, " Oh, God was gracious 
When He made the world so bright ! " 

And I see her sweet eyes glisten 
In those caverns full of light. 

But the fire is dying, dying, 

And the coals are growing dark — 
Like a sable pall they're hanging 

Over just one tiny spark ; 
And my heart is almost breaking 

As I peer into the gloom, 
For my vivid fancy pictures 

Just the outline of that room — 
The room we saw in Summer, 

When the roses blossomed fair. 
And the casement stood wide open. 

With a fairy maiden there. 

Now the flowers all are withered. 

Whilst the thrush has ceased his song, 
And a weary woman murmurs", 

" Why, oh, life, art thou so long ? 
I have loved your Summer dearly. 

But your Winter is so drear, 
I would slumber with the flowers — 

Oh, I cannot linger here ! 
When the lilies were in blossom. 

We two wandered side by side. 
But he left me for another, 

Whom to-day he makes his bride ! " 

" Hark ! I hear the joy-bells ringing — 
Bells I thought would ring for me ; 

Oh, why mock me with your music ? 
Why peal forth so merrily ? 
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Know ye not he was my lover — 

Aye, my all, my very life ! 
Will she worship as I worshipped, 

"When she owns the title wife f 
But my heart shall bear its anguish. 

Its deep sorrow, all alone, 
When we meet I'll give them welcome ; 

Woman's pride shall make no moan." 

I^ow the coals are cracking, cracking. 

With a sad and mournful sound, 
But the spark, like star is gleaming 

With a sable sky around ; 
And my eyes are gazing, gazing, 

Far those cavemed depths within, 
'Till methinks I hear the music 

Of some grand and solemn hymn. 
Now a maiden lies before me. 

With white lilies on her breast ; 
But her soul has ceased from troubling, 

And her spirit is at rest. 

See, the tiny spark has vanished. 

The coals have ceased to crack, 
And my fancy with a struggle 

To this world has wandered back. 
My eyes are dim with weeping. 

And my heart is full of woe. 
For until to-night lay sleeping 

Those sad thoughts of long ago. 
I try hard my grief to smother, 

But my memory runs wild, 
For I was that fair girl's mother, 

And she was my ow?y child. 
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%^t fast wxH tlgt '§xtutd. 

Ok the shore one Summer ev'niiig, 

Long ago, so long ago, 
In mine ear yon whispered something 

Soft and low — ^yes, soft and low ; 
And that something was a yearning 
For my love thine own returning. 
So its lesson quickly learning, 

Love I gave, true love I gave ; 
For I knew not then the sorrow 
That should cloud each future morrow ; 
That rest only could I borrow 

Tn the grave — yes, in the grave. 

On my lips one autumn ev'ning 

FeU a kiss — a farewell kiss : 
Thus for me in sorrow ended 

Life's sweet bliss, its sweetest bliss. 
Oh, no doubt that they were clever, 
Who had managed thus to sever 
Hearts that vowed to love for ever 

On that eve, that Summer eve. 
False and base were they who started 
Tale that I was fickle-hearted ; 
But they gained their aim : we parted. 

You believed, and still believe. 

At my feet one Winter's evening 
Lay a crown, a bridal crown : 
One who loved me fondly, truly, 

Laid it down there, laid it down. 
So I picked it up and placed it 
On a brow that ne'er disgraced it, 
Though temptations strong have &oed it. 
I was true — yes, I was true. 
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For mine honour I have striven, 
From my soul your image driven, 
But my heart to you is given, 
Still to you, for aye to you. 



^ ^ixbt ontt moxt '^mt^t'ii jour 

I HAVE once more touched your hand, love, 

And I gazed within your eyes 
'Till I saw their blue depths glisten 

With a love that never dies. 
They may tell me what they please, love ; 

But I know your heart is true, 
And that still Fm dear as ever 

I once used to be to you. 

Oh, my heart thrilled to your touch, love — 

I could almost hear it beat. 
As I listened to the music 

Of your voice, so soft and sweet. 
Though our words were few and simple, 

Meant but for the world to hear. 
It still failed to read the language 

Of the eyes so true and dear. 

It was but the slightest touch, love. 

As our fingers met half way. 
And my years of anguish vanished 

As the storm clouds of a day. 
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I forgot that we were parted, 

I forgot my weary pain ; 
For my hand touched yours, my darling, 

I was with you once again. 

But as clouds will chase the sun, love, 

When the rain clouds fill the air, 
So there came our mute good hye, love, 

And I left you standing there. 
With your noble brow uncovered, 

As you bowed me from your sight, 
You reminded me, my darling, 

Of our parting on that night. 

"When the snow lay on the ground, love. 

Whilst the bells chimed loud and clear, 
And we heard folks greet each other 

With a happy glad new year. 
The words but crowned our sorrow, love. 

Whilst the white snow formed joy^s pall, 
And in your blue eyes gazing, love, 

Oh, to-day I saw it all ! 

'Tis true that we are parted, love, 

To the end of time on earth. 
And methought perchance that mem'ry 

To your last love-glance gave birth. 
Thus I read its tender language — 

** I am, Miron, thine still true ; 
And believe me, oh, my darling, 

That my heart beats but for yoi/." 



HOW YOU FOUND AND HOW YOU LEFT ME, 
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i0to g0ti ^anxiiji anir |oto guti "^tft mt. 

I MIND how you found me 

On life's sunny morning, 
In love's chains you hound me, 

"Without sign of warning. 
Low you pleaded at my feet, 
'Till my heart went forth to meet, 
Promise of that love so sweet, 

Which you gave me. 
All things sung in loudest voice, 

" Let your heart rejoice, rejoice. 
You have made a happy choice ; " 

Naught could save me. 
Life's sun shone above me 

In its fullest power, 
And your vow to love me 

Was its sweetest flower. 

Time went onward, flowing, 

Light heart grew still lighter. 
Passion's flre was glowing. 

Making each day brighter. 
Like the music of the spheres, 
Was your dear voice to mine ears. 
Breathing naught of woe or tears ; 

Its accents sweet 
Whispered not of grief or pain. 
Told me not my love was vain, 
Told me not you strove to gain 

But pleasure fleet : 
Told me not your fashion. 

Woman's fond heart winning, 
Blighting. In your passion. 

Oh, so deeply sinning ! 
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Quickly came first warning 

Of my bright joy dying, 
Clouds obscured its morning, 

Winds around it sighing. 
For your tones, so warm of old, 
Cooler grew, and yet more cold, 
Till the truth shewed plain and bold, 

You tired of me. 
Then you left me. Not a thought 
Of the soul with anguish fraught ; 
Then my love to you was naught, 

No more would be. 
You, oh, man, to win me. 

Fondly swore to cherish. 
Killed the heart within me. 

Left the soul to perish. 

Know ye not that sorrow 

Lines the road I'm treading, 
That my heart each morrow 

With its grief is dreading. 
How I long and hope that fast 
Death its robe will o'er me cast. 
Bringing me sweet peace at last. 

Though in the grave. 
But should e'er your heart repine 

For the blight it cast o'er mine ; 
Should it seek another shrine. 

Oh, that soul save ! 
Hearts are made for loving. 

Not for wilful breaking ; 
Mine that adage proving. 

Yours that truth forsaking. 
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Why didst thou twine love's garland 

Around my girlish brow ? 
Life's bonnie bright-hued roses, 

Where is their beauty now ? 
Thou tookest care in wreathing 

To hide their thorns from me ; 
'Twas but the leaves, blush tinted. 

My eyes were meant to see. 

The garland pressed so lightly, 

I could not feel a thorn, 
So wore it blithely, gladly. 

On life's fair, happy mom. 
Thy kisses and caresses 

Were more to me than life, 
I saw in them no vision 

Of coming care and strife. 

They pictured forth no morrow 

So dark, so dim, so drear. 
That it would be a mercy 

Could life be ended here ; 
They spoke but of love's pleasures, 

A pathway strewed with flow'rs, 
Where hand in hand we'd wander 

Through all life's sunny hours. 

What wonder with love's garland 

I let thee deck my brow ; 
I saw then but its roses, 

I feel its sharp thorns now ; 
For cruel time in fleeting 

The blossoms gave to thee — 
Their fragrance too — so leaving 

Naught but their thorns for me. 
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They say that for another 

Thou weav'st afresh love's crown, 
For her he it nntamished 

By fate's unhappy frown. 
So to my aching hosom 

Will that some comfort give, 
If she can make thee happy 

It minds not how I live. 



SuMMEE blooms are sleeping, 

The birds have flown away. 
Autumn winds are wailing 

Across the heaving bay — 
Wailing, wailing, wailing, 

And these the words they say, 
'* Love, like Summer's beauty, 

Has passed away, away. 

Has passed away." 

Summer roses blossomed. 

And birds sung on the tree. 
When you whispered something 

So sweet, so sweet to me — 
Something, something, something 

Which made life's troubled sea 
Such happiness reflect. 

As never more can be. 

No more can be. 

Vows are all forgotten. 
And promises you made 

Flitted like the sunshine. 
Turned sunny life to shade. 
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"Weeping, weeping, weeping, 

My love-dreams I have laid, 
"With my hopes, for ever, 

In the grave which you made, 

The grave you made. 



Happy dream, blessed dream, 

Whence camest thou ? 
Bringing scene, fairy scene, 

All vanished now. 
Sweet scene of love, scene of bliss, 
Clasping hands, and warm, fond kiss. 
Words of love so long since flown. 
Strains to me the sweetest known, 
Happy dream, why fliest thou ? 

Happy dream, blessed dream, 

Pouring sweet bahn ; 
Dear the hour that thy pow'r 

Bringeth such calm. 
With thy coming care all fled, 
On thy wings my dear one sped ; 
Listing to his voice once more 
Life was happy as of yore. 
Happy dream, why fliest thou ? 

Happy dream, blessed dream. 

Guardian of night ; 
To my breast bringing rest. 

As angels might. 



54 HArPY DEEAil, WIIY FLIEST THOU? 



If they bore me far away 
To the realms of lasting day, 
Wherein never enter tears, 
Where are known no pains or fears. 
Happy dream, why fliest thou ? 

Happy dream, blessed dream, 

Gone are thy charms ; 
For day's sake I awake 

To life's alarms. 
Wake to all its bitter woe. 
To its tears' unceasing flow. 
Wake to meet his sunny eyes. 
Wherein now no love-light lies. 
Happy dream, why fliest thou ? 

Happy dream, blessed dream. 

Melted in air, 
With mom's light taking flight, 

Why art so fair 
As to make the radiant sun. 
Hated ere his reign's begun. 
Hated for the sake of thee. 
Who before his beams must flee. 
Happy dream, why fliest thou ? 

Happy dream, blessed dream. 

Speak to Im heart ; 
Tell him how with that vow, 

I'll never part. 
Tell him to the end of time, 
He is mine and only mine ; 
Kiss his brow, sweet dream, for me, 
Tell him all I'm telling thee. 
Happy dream, fly to him now. 
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Tell me not that he is faithless, 

He who holds each thought of mine ; 
He whose ev'ry word and action 

In my soul has found its shrine. 
Faithless, oh, could time e'er smother 

Love once wont to beam so bright ; 
Could my darling give another, 

Smile and kiss my life's sole light ! 
No, my fond heart whispers, " Never," 

Though his kiss warms not thy brow, 
Though hard fate has bid thee sever, 

As of old, thou'rt dear e'en now. 

Tell me not that he's forgotten 

Days and hours of long ago ; 
That his heart no more remembers 

Love vows whispered soft and low ! 
That he tells the selfsame story 

To another's list'ning ear ; 
That his eyes beam forth love's glory 

As they used when I was near ! 
No, my fond heart whispers, " Never," 

Days may come and days decline. 
Though hard fate has bid thee sever, 

StiU his love is only thine. 

Tell me not like night's stars fading 

'Neath the sunny beams of day. 
All the love for me he cherished 

Li the past has died away ; 
That no more through mem'ry stealing 

Gomes a vision of one night, 
When we heard the sweet bells pealing. 

And the world lay robed in white ! 
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No, my fond heart wMspers, ** Never " 
With that mem'ry will he part, 

Though hard fate has hid thee sever, 
Still thou reignest in his heart. 

Tell me not he hangs enchanted 

On another's ev*ry word ; 
That to him her voice is music, 

fcjweeter than he ever heard ; 
That his lips her own caressing, 

Leave their fondest imprint there ; 
That she is his life's one hlessing, 

In love's tones she hears him swear ! 
No, my fond heart whispers, " Never," 

Thou to him art life and breath, 
Though hard fate has bid thee sever. 

He will love thee unto death. 



%ts Reggie. 

So bitterly weeping, I wakened this morning. 

For dream-fays had carried my spirit away- 
Had taken me back to our love's happy dawning. 

Then torn us apart at the breaking of day. 
I stretched forth my arms, from my downy nest crying, 

" Oh, dream-fays, return, bring my Reggie to me ! " 
But vain my entreaty, and, wearily sighing, 

I turned on my pillow, love, mourning for thee. 

I took my way forth, without caring or knowing 

liVliere fancy-led footsteps my sorrow might bear ; 
Dark rain clouds hung o'er me and chill winds were blowing ; 

It seemed as though nature were doomed to despair. 
Longing, oh, longing, with passionate yearning. 

To join those who rested in peace 'neath the sea. 
On, onward I roamed with no thought of returning, 

Wlien fancy-led footsteps, love, bore me to thee. 



I heard tby voice ringing, I saw thine eyes beaming, 

And sorrow died out of my heart's inmost core ; 
For me flowers bloomed and the sunlight was gleaming, 

As sweetly and brightly as ever of yore. 
I ceased to remember the wintry winds stealing 

All freshness and beauty from meadow and lea ; 
I heard but thy voice the old, old love revealing — 

Thy voice, not the words, which it uttered to me. 

I knew not the words, but I caught at their meaning ; 

They breathed of thy pleasure, they spoke in my praise ; 
Oh, can'st thou then wonder life's sunshine was gleaming. 

And flooding my heart as in long-ago days ! 
I took my way home, and still heard the wind howling. 

Still saw the white billows that toss'd on the sea ; 
But what though all nature was frowning and scowling, 

J cared not, because thou had'st spoken to me. 

Oh, Reggie, my darling, thou'rt dearer than ever, 

As weeks follow days, and as years onward fleet ; 
Though fate, cruel fate, has thus bidden us sever, 

I know we grow dearer each time that we meet ; 
And though, as this morning, despair will steal o'er me, 

And cause me to envy those sleeping 'neath sea ; 
I think of the days that are lying before me. 

Days in which might be thou'lt whisper to me. 

Thou'lt whisper of sorrow, thine own heart o'ercasting. 

At seeing my brow overshadowed with care. 
At knowing the mem'ry of love vows was blasting 

The life thou had'st promised to guard and to share. 
Ah, Reggie, my Reggie, that day will yet brighten, 

When all these sweet words shall be whispered by thee ; 
But thinking them now all my sorrow they lighten. 

Resign me to wait 'till thou breath' st them to me. 
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AND MY HEART WHISPERS, 

The winds are shrieking loud, Robere, 

The sea is running high, 
And dark each stormy cloud, Robere, 

That rules athwart the sky ; 
And my heart with woe is throbbing. 

As I listen to the roar, 
To the moaning and the sobbing 

Of the waves upon the shore. 

Hark ! there now again they're shrieking, 

Like some human being speaking 
In sorrow-laden murmurings to me — 

" To thy heart we would be telling, 

In our heaving and our swelling, 
How Robere never more will come to thee." 

The Summer breezes blow, Robere, 
And calm lies ocean's breast. 

The little wavelets flow, Robere, 
In perfect tranquil rest ; 

And my heart with hope is beating. 
As I pace the silv'ry sand. 

And watch the white sails fleeting 
Fast towards some distant strand : 
Watch with anxious, longing yearning, 
For one white-sailed vessel's turning 

To its home — to the harbour here by me. 
For the wavelets, gently speaking. 
Here amidst the pebbles breaking, 

Whisper low, " He is coming back to thee." 

The sun is gleaming bright, Robere, 

The birds above me sing. 
The breezes in their flight, Robere, 

The joyous tidings bring ; 
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And my heart is full of gladness, 

On this happy Summer's day, 
Thou art near me, and all sadness 

With this thought has passed away. 

The green leaves sing, '' He is coming," 

And I hear it in the humming 
Of ev'ry husy flower-ranging bee : 

Nature's beauties join in ringing 

The sweet tidings they are bringing, 
" He is coming, Robere's coming, May, to thee." 



Has the time passed so swiftly for you, my love, 

That so wearily dragged for me ; 
To you were the Summer-born blossoms as sweet, 

And as joyously hummed the bee ? 
Did lark sing as blythe in the azure-hued sky, 

Did corn-crake as merrily call. 
As in long-ago days when you, love, and I 

With laughter re-echoed them all ? — 

Aye, lovers re-echoed them all. 

Did the waves, with a song as of old, dear love. 

Rush mirtMuUy in on the sand, 
And the white-winged vessels as gracefully glide 

On their way to a distant land ? 
Did voices of children as happily ring 

As they did in the olden time ? 
Did they fail in their joy to carry a sting 

To that heart you had sworn was mine ? — 

Aye, remember, love, stcorn was mine. 
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Did Sim shine as brightly as ever, my love, 

Make golden each leaf on the tree ; 
Or wrap in such glory this beautiful world. 

As when you used watch it with me ? 
Did moon, Jiigh above, wear such radiant guise, 

Did silver stars seem to rejoice. 
As when they to you showed the love in mine eyes — 

Love breathed in each tone of my voice ? — 

Aye, breathed in each tone of my voice. 

Say, has nature to you spoken thus, my love, 

In the flight of the last three years, 
That you speak of them now as so swiftly passed, 

And as though they had borne no cares ? 
Ah, if so, she is false with her smiling face. 

Not to me has she whispered so ; 
But in bitterest sorrow with time kept pace, 

With a ceaseless wailing of woe — 

Aye, a ceaseless wailing of woe. 

There (for me) was no mirth in her songs, dear love, 

And in vain did the mavis trill ; 
Whilst scentless the breezes swept over the sea, 

O'er valley and flower-clad hill. 
For me was no splendour in sun's brightest ray, 

No beauty in moon's softest beam. 
And the light of the fair stars melted away 

With the death of my life's one dream — 

Aye, the death of my lifers one dream. 

Thus for me have those wearisome years, dear love. 

Dragged along in their lonesome flight ; 
And the time that should count as life's morning tide. 

Flitted by as its darkest night ; 
And though now you are pressing my hand once more. 

And your dear voice sounds in mine ear, 
Nor pressure nor voice, love, can ever restore 

That time but to memory dear — 

Aye, only to memory dear. 



DREAMIXG AND AWAKIXG. 



61 



But the voice and the pressure are welcome, love, 

As the dew to the heat-parched ground. 
Though but friendship is meant by the earnest clasp. 

And the same in your words resound. 
But enough, 'tis enough, oh, my darling, note, 

I ask not, I wish not for more ; 
No lover's fond kiss and no passionate vow 

Could the dead past ever restore — 

Aye, the dead past ever restore. 



I DEEA3IED that I Wandered beside the broad ocean, 

Beholding the roll of the incoming tide. 
And listing the while, with the deepest emotion, 

To words that were whispered by one at my side ; 
Dear words I hear now with the musical jingle 

Of foam-covered wavelets that toss on the sea, 
Their voices for aye in my heart will commingle 

With that in the world which is dearest to me. 

I dreamed that I paced the green banks of a river. 

The sunbeams were playing its bosom above ; 
I saw the white hawthorn boughs tremble and quiver, 

I heard but the tones of a passionate love — 
Tones which are repeated each day in the flowing 

Of smooth gliding waters o'er pebble- strewed bed. 
And white hawthorn minds me of sweetest of wooing. 

Its fragrance repeating the words that were said. 

I dreamed that I stood in a snow-covered meadow. 
Above me there glittered night's first radiant star, 

When swiftly, its brightness and beauty to shadow. 
Dark stormy clouds hastened the heavens to bar. 



62 TITE MESSAGE AKD ITS ANSWER. 

I heard a dear voice whisper softly and sadly, 

" "We loved in earth's sunshine, we part in its shade ; 

Go ! Go I Might be others will greet thee as gladly, 
' Till like mine their lives one long curse thou hast made." 

I wakened to find that the hot tears were streaming 

O'er white downy pillow and anguish-flushed cheek ; 
I wakened to know, though I'd only been dreaming, 

Our parting was true, and my heart like to break. 
Oh, Ronald, believe me 't'was jealousy weaving 

Around us, my darling, its treacherous chain ; 
Then break through its links and my words be believing, 

** I'm thine ! " oh, return to thy Miron again ! 
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"Waves, joyous waves of the bonnie bright sea, 

Linger a moment, and listen to me ; 

"Waves, you have borne him away to the West, 

Bear him a message from her he loves best : 

Say that she tarries here waiting for him. 

Till eyes he called bright with tear mists grow dim. 

Till sadly she cries, in passionate pain, 

** Be true, and return to Moma again." 

"Waves, joyous waves of the wonderful deep. 
Haste to the shores where the heavy dews weep, 
"Waking the scent in the wild myrtle bow'rs, 
Hanging with brilliants its beautiful flow'rs : 
There doth he rest, and he dreams of me there, 
lie'll hear the loved words your bosom doth bear. 
He'll fancy my lips are pressed to his brow, 
Go, whisper my message, whisper it note. 
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"Waves of the ocean, your light spray you fling, 
Its musical fall sweet words seem to sing ; 
Are they from him I love best, and to me ? 
Tell me, oh, beautiful spray of the sea ! 
You fall at my feet, in showers you break, 
This is the answer he bade you to take — 
" Tell darling Morna my love is as true, 
As that, ocean waves, she sends me by you." 



Bthbth far Sak jof ©Ihw Wmt. 

Once more in the old sweet spot, my love, 

Once more in the little room. 
The shadows of eve are deepening, love, 

And the comers bathed in gloom : 
But there the familiar arm-chair stands. 

Your papers the table strew, 
\Vhilst your pen awaits your busy hands, 

But, my darling, where are you f 

1 know you are somewhere near me, love, 

By a subtle feeling rare ; 
Your presence hovers around me, love. 

And your dear voice fills the air ; 
But I cannot see for blinding tears. 

And I cannot hear for sighs, 
Bom of a thought of those bygone years, 

Of a love that never dies. 

That ne*er will die in my heart, my love. 
Though in yours it could not live. 

For the slanderous words, my own dear love. 
That a cruel word could give : 
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But jiot one whisper have I for you, 
One word that could breathe of blame ; 

Though darkest clouds o*er my life you threw, 
I love — still love you the same. 

I sit in the old arm-chair, my love, 

My head on its rail I rest, 
'Till fancy pictures that head, dear love, 

As lying upon your breast ; 
And passionate loving kiss I leave 

Where I know your arm will lie : 
Could this chair but speak, perhaps you'd grieve 

When you come here by and by, 

I clasp your pen in my fingers, love. 

And your dear name fondly trace, 
But I cannot see the paper, love. 

For sight of your darling face. 
There, now 'tis done ! you wiU see it here 

When you come to read and write ; 
May it fail to tell the anguish, dear. 

That has battled hero to-night. 

Good-bye ! Farewell to our sanctum, love ; 

Farewell to the little room ; 
You'll want it, and I must hasten, love, 

Away in the night's dull gloom — 
Away in the booming angry din 

Of the mighty ocean's roar — 
The ocean that chants, like funeral hymn, 

" He loves thee no more ! no more / " 
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You fan the flame of memoTjy 

Each tiine your eyes I see, 
And bring back thoughts of joys we liTed, 

That never more can be. 
I walk again beside you, loye, 

As oft in days of yore ; 
We're pacing hand in hand again 

Along the sea-girt shore : 
I hear the waves come booming in, 

But, mingled with their voice, 
I hear the tones whose accents sweet 

Bid heart and soul rejoice. 

You fan the flame of memory' 

Each time I hear you speak ; 
When e'er your dear loved voice rings out. 

My heart feels like to break. 
For, oh ! those accents strong and clear 

Are meant for all but me — 
Are meant for those within whose hearts 

No thought of you can be ; 
Whilst I, for whom one word from you 

Would ease each pain and smart. 
Might hunger for that word in vain — 

In vain might break my heart ! 

You fan the flame of memory. 

And vanished joys recall. 
As oftentimes upon mine ear 

Your well-known footsteps fall. 
I cannot but remember then 

That music sweet of yore — 
The swiftly-falling footsteps which 

Will sound for me no more. 
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But, darling, I must now refrain, 
And bid these memories cease : 

They cannot bring you back again, 
Or bring me rest and peace. 



@nl2 a ltt«. 

'TwAS only a kiss, my darling ; 

Yes, only a passing kiss ; 
And my dream of girlhood yanished 

In a dream of woman's bliss : 
The caress to you was nothing, 

But, oh, 'twas the world to me, 
For I took the kiss in earnest, 

And the /t/n I could not see. 

'Twas only a kiss, my darling. 

That lighted upon my brow ; 
A kiss that custom encouraged, 

Beneath the mistletoe bough ; 
But loye dreams, my heart had flooded. 

For many an anxious day. 
And that kiss dispelled the shadows 

Yet lingering o'er Love's way. 

'Twas only a kiss, my darling. 

But my soul thrilled to its touch, 
And made you its one sole idol. 

To be ever loved as such ; 
Whilst you had been but indulging 

The mirth of a careless boy, 
A mirth that was dearly purchased 

At the cost of a whole life's joy. 



'Twas only a kiss, my darling, 

But it still rests on my heart, 
And has pow'r to set it throbhing, 

And to make the tear-drops start 
At sight of the shining holly, 

Of mistletoe berries white, 
At sound of the fun that blasted 

A woman's whole life one night. 

'Twas only a kiss, my darling, 

Just fancy a passing kiss, 
And the dreams of girlhood yanished 

In a dream of woman's bliss : 
Whilst you — ^you were only laughing, 

And now my folly I see, 
For under the waxen berries 

You've kisses for all but me. 



When the shades of night are falling. 

And the stars peep one by one. 
When the lark is sweetly calling, 

Farewell to the setting sun ; 
Yearningly I watch and listen. 

With my heart so full of pain. 
Tears upon mine eyelids glisten. 

As I softly breathe thy name : 
For the bright stars glittered o'er us, 

And the sweet birds used to sing, 
When Life's future laid before us, 

Fair as garden in the Spring. 
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When the sun in Eastern gloiy 

Rises to salute the day. 
Echoes eome of dear old stoir. 

Told to me that gladsome May ; 
When you, 'neath the hawthorn hlossom^ 

Swore me Loye^s undying iiame, 
These the thoughts that iill my bosom, 

As I softly breathe thy name : 
For the bright sun glittered o*er us. 

And the sweet birds used to sing, 
When Life's future laid before us, 

Fair as garden in the Spring. 

When the Queen of night is sailing 

In her beauty o'er the sea. 
Ocean's Toice like notes of wailing, 

Bitter wailing, comes to me : 
For those notes when we were parting, 

To my anguished spirit came, 
Now they cause these tear-drops starting. 

As I softly breathe thy name : 
For the midnight Queen rode o'er us, 

Hoarsely did the billows chime, 
When Life's future laid before us. 

Cold and drear as winter time. 



God bless the bride, the bonnie bride, 
To-day her new sweet life is born ; 

King out, glad bells, a welcome loud, 
Gild ye, oh, sun, her bridal mom : 
God bless the bride ! 



God bless the bride, the bonnie bride, 
Who on this day begins the life 

That's all so strange a thing to her, 
That gives her the blest title Wife : 
God bless the bride ! 

God bless the bride, the bonnie bride, 
Who takes the solemn, holy vow. 

That she will love (what e'er betide) 
Through life the one who claims her now 
God bless the bride ! 

God bless the bride, the bonnie bride, 
Help her that vow in truth to keep« 

Watch over her in days to come. 
Let not her guardian spirit sleep : 
God bless the bride ! 

God bless the bride, the bonnie bride, 
Be long or short her future years. 

Oh, may they pass like angels' dreams, 
Without a thought of sighs or tears : 
God bless the bride ! 

God bless the bride, the bonnie bride. 
And when at last she sinks to rest. 

Oh, may she find a welcome place 
For ever on our Father's breast : 
God bless the bride ! 



%tt %amt, an gfto ^m'$ ®b^ 

Robbie, my dearest, to-night, to-night. 
The bells are ringing, the snow lies white. 
Just as they rung, and it laid before. 
When we said good bye outside the door. 




Little I thought, that never again 
Kisses of love on my brow would rain 
From lips, oh, Robbie, so dear to me : 
What parted us, love P What could it be P 

A word from this one, a word from that, 
A little gossip, a little chat. 
And the love died out, the love of years. 
Drowned in a flood of jealous tears. 

Robbie, my darUng, return, return, 

'Tis New Year's Eve, and my heart doth yearn 

To feel again that exquisite bliss — 

It ever felt in your lightest kiss. 

Take me, oh, love, to your heart once more. 
Think of the years that have passed us o'er. 
Years that my fond love has never moved, 
Years that my constancy must have proved. 

Robbie, again like a fair young bride, 
The earth is bedecked this even- tide, 
The bells chime out " In unity live ;" 
Let ns join their song, forgive, forgive. 

I'm thine, my darling, I'm thine for ayo ; 
My love, oh, Robbie, will never sway : 
If thine for me, dear, is dead, is dead. 
With it the Hght of my life has fled. 



Wit ^aiu af % "^xaoh 

Sing on, thou bonnie brooklet. 
Beneath the ancient trees ; 

I love to hoar thy music. 
Borne on the Summer breeze. 
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And I can almost fancy 
That, mingling with thy tone, 

I hear the voice of Ruhy, 
My beautiful, my own. 

Thy banks we used to wander 

One little year ago, 
Alas ! to think that never 

Again can it be so. 

No sound of Love's sweet music 

Will ever reach her ear ; 
Thy ripple, little brooklet, 

She never more will hear. 

Whilst speaking of my sorrow, 
Oh, bonnie brook, to thee. 

It seems thy voice is bearing 
Sweet sjrmpathy to me. 

As on the sward I'm lying, 
I watch thy wavelets move. 

And hear the ripple, ripple. 
That Ruby used to love. 

Offc here on Summer ev'nings 

My darling used to say, 
'' Thou'lt think of me, dear Eonald, 

When I am far away. 

For often in the gloaming 
I know thou'lt wander, dear. 

And in the brook's low murmur, 
My accents seem to hear." 

I knew not then her meaning. 

And fancy if she knew 
That one short year in fleeting 

Would make her words come true. 
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Oh, Ruby, blessed angel, 
Look down this night and see 

I roam beside the brooklet 
With heart so full of thee ! 

I cannot bear my sorrow, 

But to the waters tell. 
How here last Summer, dearest, 

We took our last farewell. 

Tall grasses wave above thee, 
Sweet flowers deck the sod. 

Beneath which they have laid thee, 
And left thee to thy God. 

Thou hearest, little brooklet, 
My Ruby through thy voice 

Is bidding me take comfort, 
In her joy to rejoice. 

And so sweet resignation 
Shall take the place of grief, 

I in thy murmuring waters 
Will ever seek relief. 

I know thy ripple, ripple. 

Thy joyous, happy tone, 
Will speak to me of Ruby, 

My beautiful, my own. 

Then sing, sing on, sweet brooklet, 
Beneath the ancient trees, 

I love to hear thy music. 
Borne on the Summer breeze. 
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3^0 il^t P0tiittam Stwam. 

Oh, little mountam streamlet ! 

Now, standing by thy side, 
I watch thy tiny wavelets 

Flow on to join the tide, 
And long that all my sorrows 

I might confide to thee. 
And thou, upon thy bosom, 

Would'st bear them to the sea : 
Would' st bear them to the sea, stream ; 

Would'st bury ache and smart. 
Take ev'ry grief away, stream, 

And fill with joy my heart. 

I'd ten to thee the story 

Of how, long years ago, 
That heart from height of rapture 

Was cast to depth of woe : 
Of how the one who whispered 
^ The old, old tale to me. 
Has left me here in sorrow. 

With none to hear but thee : 
With none to hear but thee, stream, 

The story of my grief ; 
Oh ! bear it far away, stream, 

And give my heart relief. 

I'd tell thee of the gladness 
With which I heard each vow ; 

I'd tell thee of the kisses 
Fast showered on my brow ; 

I'd speak of eyes whose love-light 
Was all the world to me — 

Of eyes wherein those glances 

I never more shall see : 
/ 
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I never more shall see, stream. 

Till spirits soar above, 
And mine might meet the owner 

Of all my earthly love. 

Oh ! little mountain streamlet, 

Would thou could'st hear my pray'r I 
And all my weary sorrows, 

Upon thy wavelets bear ; 
Then caat them off for ever 

Beneath the deep blue sea. 
So peace and hope and pleasure 

Might once more come to me : 
Might once more come to me, stream, 

With freedom from all woe, 
Forgetf ulness of love, stream, 

That died so long ago ! 



All on earth is bound to perish, 
Nature's fairest gems decay. 

We might strive in vain to cherish, 
All save love, will pass away. 

Yain to try its clinging flower 
From our bleeding hearts remove, 

All our lives, but shew the power 
Of the mighty master-love. 

Voiceless things will cause a yearning, 
Which true love can only know. 

When its eyes at ev'ry turning 
See some sight of long ago. 
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It might be a flowing riyer, 

On whose banks he used to pace, 
'Neath the bright sun seems to qniver 

Like a dear familiar face. 

Or perhaps, like well-known finger, 

'Tis the branch of some old tree 
Points out where they oft would linger, 

In the days that used to be. 

Or perchance a little flow'ret, 

Growing 'neath the taU hedge side, 
Simply like the one he gave her, 

When he prayed her be his bride. 

But the stream will cease its flowing, 

Forest trees will all decay, 
Flow'rets too will cease their blowing. 

E'er true love will pass away. 



(^00^ m%]^, vxg 0fott* 

Good night, my own, a long good night. 

This kiss upon thy brow 
Thou can'st not feel, nor see the grief 

That Alls my fond heart now. 

Good mght, my own, a long good night, 

The words are hard to say ; 
Oh, Death, how could'st thou part us two. 

How steal my love away P 

Gt)od night, my own, a long good night, 

I know where thou art gone 
There is no darkness : that the sun 

Is ever shining on. 



Good nighty my own, a long good night, 

I feel without alloy 
Is now the life, I would have died 

To brighten with one joy. 

Good night, my own, a long good night, 

Be not my pray'r in vain, 
That we might meet beside the Throne, 

And never part again. 



I AH thinking of you, darling. 
Thinking with such fond regret, 

Of the days we spent together, 
Days I never can forget. 

I am thinking of you, darling, 

As I roam beside the sea. 
And wondering, my darling, 

If you ever think of me. 

I am thinking how I loved you 

In those days so long ago. 
And I often wonder, dearest. 
What has chanced to part us so. 

I am thinking if some other 
Takes my place within your heart. 

And so hears the self -same whisper — 
*^ Naught but death us two shall part." 

I am thinking of the future, 

All so pitiful to me, 
As contrasted with the future. 
We had pictured it should be. 
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I am thinking — oh ! my darling — 
Of that home so fair and bright ; 

Our sweet home which once you painted 
As a vision of delight. 

I am thinking of its fireside, 

And I see an empty chair ; 
Oh, my love, how conld you leave me ? 

It is more than I can bear. 

I am thinking of life's evening, 
And am wishing it were nigh. 

For I cannot live without you, 
But can only long to die. 



^axQibt mt 



FoEGiVE me, if one word of mine 
Has pained that loving heart of thine. 
That heart I covet as a shrine : 
Forgive me. 

Forgive me, if in thoughtlessness 
I seemed to love one moment less. 
Or spoke with seeming carelessness : 
Forgive me. 

Forgive me, if with hardened face 
I vowed thine image to displace, 
That in mine heart thou hads't no place : 
Forgive me. 

Forgive me, ^if in scornful tone 
I whispered that my love had flown. 
Thy thrall I would no longer own : 
Forgive me. 
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Forgive me, that I tore apart 
Life's deepest joys, and heart from heart, 
Thou knowest that / shared the smart : 
Forgive me. 

Forgive me, love, and hear me now. 
As low before thy feet I bow, 
And breathe again each earnest vow : 
Forgive me. 

Forgive me, by the mem'ry dear 
Of that swift flying love-lit year. 
When heart sighed not, eye knew no tear 
Forgive me. 

Forgive me, and by yon bright sea 
I swear thine own true love to be. 
To live for thee, and only thee. 
If thou wilt but forgive me. 



®0 i. I. 

Oh, love, thy presence hovers round me ever, 

In Nature's song I hear alone thy voice. 
Thy face beams forth on me from all her beauties. 

And bids my weU-nigh hopeless soul rejoice. 
It seems to me such overwhelming sorrow. 

As we two parting ne'er to meet again, 
Must bid the sun the whole earth cease to gladden, 

Nor shine on such infinity of pain. 
And could the birds give forth their joyous carols, 

The blossoms load the air with fragrant breath, 
If you and I were doomed to walk asunder, 

If life had naught to give save living death P 
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No, no, ten thousand noes ; so on Life's ocean 

I drift along (full wearily, 'tis true), 
But still thy presence hovers round me, darling. 

Thy dear eyes shine in ev'ry star I view. 
And as the rushing breezes float above me. 

Bowing the lissom branches of each tree. 
They shout aloud, " Move on thy way in patience, 

He loves thee yet, he loveth only thee. 
Though foes might glory in their seeming triumph, 

It can but last them such a little while. 
That thou canst well afford to bide life's turning, 

And on their venom to bestow a smile." 
Thus whisper Heaven's winds to me, my darling, 

So wonder not their music is so sweet. 
Nor that in very ecstasy of pleasure. 

Each op'ning blossom do my senses greet. 
For, oh, we two have welcomed them together. 

Have listened to the music, plucked the bloom, 
Hearing no whisper of a life-long sadness. 

Seeing no vision of a life-long gloom: 
So though Fate bids us wait Life's crowning glory. 

For us Love's son will never, never set ; 
I know it, listening to Nature's story, 

" Miron, he loveth thecy thee only yet." 



(B\ 1 mt m i\t aYH »^tti SmUe, %aiit. 

Oh, give me the old sweet smile, love, 

I ask for it but once more, 
To shew that thine heart forgives me 

For sake of the days of yore. 
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The smile once ever thine own, loye, 
I'm looking in vain for now ; 

There's naught but a cloud of sorrow 
E'er shading thy manly brow. 

Dark looms the future for me, love, 
But that I alone can bear, 

If knowing thy life is brighter, 
Thy pathway is free from care. 

To know that life's roses bloom, loTe, 
With thorns safe hidden for thee, 

Is all that I ask, my darling, 
To make life fairer to me. 

Then give me the old sweet smile, lovc^ 
I plead for it but once more. 

To shew that thine heart forgiyes me^ 
For sake of the days of yore. 



But my flowers, gentle lady. 

Plucked this mom at break of day, 
Where the heavy dew-drops sparkle 

In the meadows far away. 
I've a mother who is starving, 

Father he has long been dead ; 
I've a little sister crying 

For the want of daily bread. 
Buy my flowers, help me, lady. 

Just to get a little bread. 
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I am eight years old, sweet lady, 

And am yery tall and strong, 
So I try to help dear mother 

Day by day to get along. 
She is stitching, stitching, stitching, 

"Winter drear and Summer bright, 
But she's growing weaker, weaker, 

And has ahnost lost her sight. 
Buy my flowers, gently lady, 

Help me get some bread to-night. 

I was out this morning, lady. 

Ere the worid began to wake. 
And beyond the dreary city 

Watched the rosy dawning break. 
Then the yiolet and primrose 

By their scent betrayed their bed, 
So I plucked them, for their blossoms 

Are to us our daily bread. 
So pray buy them, gentle lady, 

Help me thus to get some bread. 

God will bless you, gentle lady, 

For the help you give the poor, 
What to you would seem a trifle 

Tides for us starvation o'er. 
We are hungry, cold, and weary, 

But He watches o'er us all, } 
So He sent you here, sweet lady. 

Thus to hear my piteous call. 
Buy my flowers. Thank you, lady. 

This is bread — you've bought them all. 



Q 
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I nxTE loTed you dearly, truly, 

As I cannot loTe again ! 
I hapB loTed yon irith a feeling 

That was afanost one of pain ; 
THiat matters you are faithless 

To those vows you made of yore ! 
Mine was Love, hut yours was Fancy, 

Which has died for evermore, 
Whilst my Love lives on for ever ; 
Forever, evermore. 

Oh ! the time is passing, passing. 

And the sun as brightly shines, 
As in days when we two wandered 

'Neath the dark and sombre pines. 
With their music moaning, wailing. 

Like the ocean's ceaseless roar, 
Where I dreamt of Love, you Fancy 

Which has died for evermore ! 
Whilst my Love lives on for ever, 
For ever, evermore. 

Oh ! the roses still are blooming, 

As we two have watched them bloom, 
But to me they're simply emblems 

Of Love's mournful early tomb ! 
They are scentless, worthless blossoms, 

Yes, their day for me is o'er, 
For they speak of that sweet Fancy 

That is dead for evermore. 
Whilst my Love live's on for ever, 
For ever, evermore. 
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The birds are singing, singing. 

The brook runs brawling on ; 
The golden sunbeams glitter, 

But for me their beauty's gone. 
Yes, all Nature seems in mourning 

For the Fancy that she bore, 
For your Fancy which has perished. 

Whilst my Love lives evermore, 
Yes, my Love will live for ever, 
For ever, evermore. 



l^m % P00«bjeam» Itissjeir 2011, iarling. 

I CAK see you now, my darling. 

As so oft in bygone time ; 
Such a winning little creature, 

Whom I fondly titled mine. 
I can see you where that ev'ning, 

I had hoped that you would wait, 
Where the moonbeams kissed you, darling, 

Just outside the cottage gate. 

Where they wrapped you in their glory. 

And you looked so white and cold. 
Where they turned to waves of silver 

Hair that sun would turn to gold. 
Like an angel come from heaven. 

Did you seem to me that night. 
Where the moonbeams kissed you, darling. 

With their lips so pure and white. 

I can see a rapid river, 

'Neath the grand and ancient trees ; 
I can hear your sweet voice ringing. 

On the cool and fragrant breeze ; 

_ 
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I can see the small boat gliding, 
'Neath the forest arches dim, 

Where the moonbeams kissed you, darling, 
Chanting low the eVning hymn. 

Hark that sound ! — Oh, God of Mercy ! 

The boat ! — where is she gone ? 
Aye, ask the useless question. 

Of the eddies swift and strong. 
That bore you, oh, my treasure. 

To the blossom-coTered shore ; 
Where the moonbeams kissed you, darling. 

To your rest for evermore ! 



^taxm mil Calm, 

The morning was tranquil, the sun shone on high, 
The flow'r-scented breezes came up from the west. 

The lark sung his song to the azure-hued sky. 
All beautiful Nature lay basking at rest. 

" Oh, thus," pondered I, " was my life in its mom, 
As bright as the sunshine, as blithe as the lark ; 

Ere mid-day is reached I am weeping, forlorn ; 
The pathway before me looks dark— oh, so dark ! '* 



Hot tears dimmed mine eyes, and I saw not the scene 
That round me the shortest of half-hours had spread ; 

The flashing of lightning dispersed my sad dream, 
The pealing of thunder broke over my head. 

I looked and beheld all tranquillity gone, 

Sweet Nature seemed trembling with passion and wrath, 
The fair flowers quivered, the birdies had flown, 

Whilst green leaves and branches encumbered the path. 



" Oh, this," munnnred I, " is a view of my life ; 

The flashing of lightaiing, the thunder's deep roll, 
But speak of the anguish, the sorrow, the strife, 

That battle for mastery over my soul.*' 

Now Nature is weeping ; soft showers of rain 
Are deluging mountains aad valleys below, 

As if she regretted her passion such pain 
Should cause the sweet flowers and birdies to know. 

Oh, could but life's storms be thus quenched by its tears, 
I still might look forward to happier days ! 

There might lie before me long moments and years, 
Oh, shall they reflect but grief's dark sombre rays ? 

Hark ! Birdie, thy trill seems to answer me now. 

The thunder is hushed, and the lightning has fled ; 
Sweet Nature is wearing a smile on her brow, 

Eeviving the flow'rs from her frown almost dead. 

Oh, may it be so with this future of mine ; 

May happiness come to o'erbalance the grief ; 
May years as they pass dim that image of ihine^ 

So bringing me peace, be it ever so brief ! 



What ails thee, oh, maid ! is the last parting over, 
And has the last love kiss been pressed on thy brow ? 

Hast received the last pressure from arms of thy lover. 
And, oh ! has that lover discarded thee now P 

Nay, why should' st thou weep? Hath all woman's pride 
vanished? 

What ! weep for a recreant traitor, I trow ? 
Nay, let him soon see that his image is banished. 

That love's sweets without him for thee can still flow. 
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Why speak of dark clouds thy fature o'ercasting, 
Thou'rt young, and long years lie before thee, I ween : 

Oh, why should the frowns of one lover be blasting, 
A life but for him would so joyous have been ? 

Cheer, cheer thee, and sndle on as brightly as ever, 
Dark clouds in yon sky silver lining can boast ; 

Oh, think not that youth can from Cupid thus sever, 
Thou'lt quickly replace the false love thou hast lost. 

What sayest thou now ? *twas no fancy fast fleeting 
That made it a home in thy fond, tender breast, 

But lovBy true and constant, that hoped in its greeting 
To meet heart as true in its haven to rest. 

Ha ! Ha ! I am sure thou canst only be cbaffing ; 

To think that real truth in a lover thou'lt And 
Is enough to make any one quiver with laughing ! 

Q-o forth in the world — thou wilt soon change thy mind. 

Like bees sip their honey from every flower, 
So men from the many cull fullest of bliss ; 

Oh, maiden, thou yet hast to learn the great power 
Of love's only weapons, a smile and a kiss. 

Thou yet hast to learn that when man swears to cherish. 
He sees but the smile that illumines thine eyes, 

He feels but the kiss, save for which love would perish ; 
A frown, a harsh word, and the fickle god dies. 

What matters to him that thy fond heart is breaking ? 

What matters to him that grief ladens thy years ? 
What matters to him thou^rt mourning, forsaken ? 

His life is undimmed by thy fast falling tears. 

Then grief not, oh, maiden, nor talk of the sorrow 
That life in the future is storing for thee ; 

Bring pride to thine aid, let no coming to-morrow 
One sign of the tear-bedewed sleepless eyes see. 
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Let the world see thy smiles and hear thy Toice linging 
With laughter and joy in the circles of mirth ; 

True hearts might break whilst their owners are singing 
Oft gay faces hide breaking hearts on this earth. 



When stars begin to peep, Winnie, 

And nightingales sing loud, 
And the moon looks coyly, darling. 

Through white and fleecy doud ; 
When the noisy wheel is resting, 

And water's rush is o*er, 
Oh, meet me then, my sweet Winnie, 

Outside the old mill door — 
The dear mill door, the quaint mill door, 

Outside the old mill door. 

1 love the old spot well, Winnie, 

'Tis fairest of the fair, 
For I remember how, dearest, 

I met my fate just there : 
'Twas on a Summer's evening, 

Returning from the moor, 
That I saw a maiden resting 

Outside the old mill door — 
The dear mill door, the quaint mill door. 

Outside the old mill door. 

The moonbeams formed a crown, Winnie, 

Above the golden head ; 
It was some little time, Winnie, 

Before my awe had fled. 
For I thought some pure, fair angel 

Had come from yonder shore. 



J 
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To grace that spot of earthy Winnie^ 

Outside the old mill door — 
The dear mill door, the quaint mill door, 

Outside the old mill door. 

But, oh, it was thyself, Winnie, 

The moonbeams wrapped in light ; 
Thou wert the fate I met, sweetest, 

Upon that Summer's night : 
That fate is to be sealed, Winnie, 

Ere many days are o*er. 
Then meet me at our tryst, darling, 

Outside the old mill door — 
The dear tnill door, the quaint mill door. 

Outside the old mill door. 



i0ti ask niD if 1 %obt |tm- 

Oh, you ask me if I loye him. 

The author of my woe ; 
I place my hand upon my heart. 

And truly answer, No ! 
No, no, no, I do not love him. 

The word is far too cool ; 
It is worship, wildest worship. 

This stormy heart doth rule. 

Oh, you ask me if I love him : 

What is that sweet sense Love, 
But a feeling soft and tranquil 

As blessing from above ? 
No, no, no, I do not know it ; 

My heart beats wild and fierce. 
But one word from his lips falling 

My very soul doth pierce. 
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Oh, you ask me if I loye him ; 

I only say I prize 
Aboye a prince's ransoming 

One glance from his dear eyes : 
But it is not often given, 

His love has passed away — 
That sweet love for me once taming 

Life's night to brightest day. 

Oh, you ask me if I love him ; 

I can but tell you this — 
That to touch his hand one instant 

To me is sweetest bliss ; 
And yet all love's ties are broken. 

To him remains not one, 
But I worship at a distance 

As Hindoo worships sun. 

Oh, you ask me if I love him ; 

Again I answer. No, 
For love's stream too oft is stagnant, 

Or gently doth it flow ; 
Whilst my heart doth bound and quiver 

Like wave upon the sea, 
Or like fiercest mountain torrent 

That rolleth proud and free. 

Oh, you ask me if I love him ; 

I only answer you 
By saying that my worship than 

Cold love is far more true ; 
For he vowed he loved me dearly— 

/was his life's sole Hght— 
But that feeble flame has perished, 

Whilst mine bums still more bright. 
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Oh, joa ask me if I loye him ; 

My final answer be, 
Than the world, its joys and pleasures. 

He's dearer far to me ; 
That his presence is my snnshine, 

My life, my very breath : 
No, I love him not, but worship — 

Shall worship him till death. 



Oh, days of dreary sorrowing, can it be true that thou 

Art passed into eternity ? No more can vex me now ? 

That sun again is glistening, and flowers bloom for me ? 

Oh, years of pain and sorrowing, can, can it really be ? 

It seems well-nigh impossible that I am looking back, 

To moms that rose and eves that set on Sorrow's dreary track : 

It seems well-nigh impossible that ever tear or sigh 

Should move the heart, so happy now, or dim the sparkling eye. 

'Tis true that Life's fair Summer-time — Its morning tide, is 

passed ; 
But what care I so Autumn's glow brings happiness at last ? 
And love I thought was vanishing (that love for which I 

yearned) 
Is mine now in reality ; my darling has returned : 
I know it by the tender smile that quivers on his brow. 
The eyes that meeting mine, repeat each half -forgotten vow, 
The hand which clasping mine renews the loving clasp of yore. 
And bids my heart rejoice, for his shall never wander more. 
Oh, years so sad, so pitiful, thou cans't not live again ; 
For harshest words from other lips can never give nie pain. 
E'en now in fancy lovingly he gazes in mine eyes. 
And murmurs, "In Love's unity we gain Life's greatest 

prize. 
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And it is ours, oh, Miron, love, think not of vanished years, 
When daylight rose npon our sighs, and set npon our tears : 
Rememher, hlooms of Summer-time hut herald Autumn's store, 
The blooms in fading leave the fruit. Earth's glory to restore. 
And thus it was with us, Miron, when Summer-time was ours. 
We strove to keep its joys for aye and gamer up its flow'rs ; 
But Nature knew her labour, love, and took the floVrs away, 
Our hearts refusing foolishly her mandates to obey ; 
We cast the glowing fruit aside, we yearned but for the bloom. 
And so we made those vanished years, of love and joy the tomb. 
But Nature was too merciful to keep us in the track 
Of Summer's faded glories, so to Autumn called us back ; • 
And now we take with gratitude the fruit instead of flow'rs. 
We yearn not for the shadow since the stibstancef love, is ours." 
Thus vanished years, does fancy paint my lover's words to me. 
So wonder not, I say farewell to memories of thee ; 
And look me through the vistas of the future (though so dim). 
For me teem bright and glorious with happy thoughts of him : 
And so, 0* years, thy memory died 'neath Love's 'passioned 

kiss, 
Which falling on my lips last night restored life's sweetest 

bliss. 
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Oh, love of my life, say, why hast thou departed ? 

And going, why bearest my love in thy keep ? 
Aye, why hast thou left me alone, broken-hearted, 

To mourn for thine absence, in sorrow to weep ? 
Dost fail to remember those sweet kisses given, 

As sealing our contract that fair Summer's night ; 
How vows were re-echoed by breezes from heaven. 

And stars threw upon us their soft mellow light ? 
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Can fancy e'er fail in that picture restoring 

The far-stretching sands, and the silvery tide, 
The song of the sailors, their gallant hark mooring, 

That song which I answered with you hy my side ? 
Yon kissed me then, Ronald, and swore that life's ocean 

Should e'er he as peaceful and joyous for me, 
But ere that eye ended, in wildest commotion 

The storm fiends were fighting far out on the sea. 

The thunder was rolling, the lightning was flashing. 

The heavy clouds flew on the wings of the hlast. 
High o'er the rocks the wild billows were dashing, 

A desolate picture indeed was that last. 
The bark that had lain like a child in its slumber 

Had vanished for ever from ocean's fair breast. 
Whilst the singers were doomed to add to the number 

Of those who 'neath ocean were taking their rest. 

Oh, how could I view in that scene a portrayal 

Of what to my soul the dread future would bring ? 
Oh, how could I fancy from you a betrayal 

Of love that had caused life with music to ring P 
Say, how could I see in that wild storm a warning 

Of what my whole life in the future should be ? 
How, how could I tell that the calm of its morning 

Was soon to be wrecked, to be blighted by thee ? 

Oh, love of my life, say why hast thou forsaken P — 

Aye, why hast thou left me to sorrow alone ? 
Why, why ev'ry joy from my life hast thou taken ? 

Give back but one tithe of its blessings, mine own. 
Oh, give me one smile ; from its radiance I'd borrow 

A gleam of that bliss that was ours, love, of yore ! 
One glance from thy dear eyes will ease half my sorrow — 

One smile, Ronald, darling, I ask for no more ! 
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Blithelt through the meadows skipping, 

Ghaily through the green lanes tripping. 
We are happy, oh, so happy, we are happy, Nell and I ; 

Though our life is wild and roving, 

Yet our hearts are warm and loving. 
And our sorrow, only sorrow, is that Summer e'er should fly. 

We for riches are not craving. 

With the green leaves o*er us waving ; 
We ne'er envy, no, ne'er envy, monarch on his gilded throne : 

Sun and moon ahove us beaming. 

On the streamlet dancing, gleaming, 
These the pictures, only pictures, that bedeck the gipsy's home. 

We but laugh at Summer showers. 

For they bright our friends, the flowers ; 
We've no dresses, silken dresses, for their cooling drops to spoil ; 

So we make the hedge our shelter, 

Laughing at the helter-skelter 
Of the children. Fashion's children, who so fear their gauds 
to soil. 

With sweet sounds the woods are ringing. 
Birdie, bee, and streamlet singing ; 
That's our music, sweetest music, Nature's bright inspiring 
band; 
And to us the boon is given 
By our Father straight from heaven, 
Sent for us, and meant for us, poor outcasts of this beauteous 
land. 
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Drear for us when leaves are falling, 

And the birds are fsurewell calling ; 
Then we feel, we sadly feel, that joys for tie are nearly o'er ; 

We must leaye our hannts so pretty 

For the dull, unkindly city, 
For the harshness, cruel harshness, that is shown by poor to 
poor. 

But 'tis time when green leaves perish 

All these feelings sad to cherish ; 
Let's be happy, gay aad happy, whilst the precious moments fly ! 

Let us not indulge in sorrow 

Till there comes that dark to-morrow. 
When we sadly — oh, so sadly, watch the lovely Summer die ! 



Recall those words, recall them, 

I cannot bear the pain ; — 
What — Part this day, my darling. 

And never meet again ! 
This hand-clasp loose for ever, 

Call thee no more my own ! 
'Tis from all joy to sever, 

Life's song turn into moan : 
I cannot, oh, I 'cannot, 

Those words then, love, recall ; 
Thou'rt life and light and sunshine— 

I cannot part with all ! 



Recall those words, recall them, 

Bring to thy mem*ry now 
How passionate thy pleadings 

And feryent ev'ry vow ; 
How hard thy task to vanquish 

My eVry fear and sigh, 
Until I gave thee worship 

That cannot, cannot die. 
For thee alone, my darling, 

My eVry pulse doth beat. 
Oh, quench not then the music, 

That's made this life so sweet ! 

Recall those words, recall them. 

What, can'st thou say that this 
Is love's last fleeting moment, 

Is love's last farewell kiss ! 
Thou can'st not mean it, darling, 

Oh, surely, surely not ; 
Thou can'st not be so cruel 

As thus to blast my lot ! 
See, love, I kneel before thee. 

With thee I have no pride, 
Recall those words, recall them. 

And linger by my side ! 

Recall those words, recall them. 

Or life no more can be 
A thing of joy and beauty, 

A blessing bright to me ! 
The sun will lose his glory. 

The flowers cease to blow. 
The stars no more will glisten 

For her who loves thee so : 
The song of birds so joyous 

Will turn to dreary moan. 
If in mine ears they warble 

When I am all alone ! 



Beoall those words, recall them, 

Fm thine and only thine, 
I swear no other image 

This fond heart e'er shall shrine. 
Thou tanghtest it the language 

Of love, and hope, and joy, 
Thou could'st not mean, my darling, 

But with my heart to toy ! 
No, no, 'twould be too cruel, 

Strength 'rayed against the weak, 
Man's pow'r was never given 

Frail woman's heart to break ! 

Becall those words, recall them, 

Oh, let me be once more 
As dear as I am certain 

I was in days of yore ! 
Let foes not come between us, 

List not to slander's voice, 
'Tis false that in another 

My heart could e'er rejoice ! 
ITiou art its only idol. 

Its life, its very breathy 
And will be till 'tis lying 

In cold and voiceless death ! 



The Summer days are come, Beggie, 
And the sun is shining bright. 

The bees are on the hum, Beggie, 
And the blossoms fair to sight : 
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The mayis fiiogs in the forest trees, 

And the lark in the azure sky, 
The dove's low coo is borne on the breeze, 

As it floats in its fragrance by. 
But where is the voice, whose music sweet 

Far outrivalled the wild bird's song ? 
Where is the voice that was wont to greet 

His dear one these woodlands among ? 
In vain she waits its sounds, Reggie, 

They'll fall on her ear no more ; 
Still wild music abounds, Reggie, 

But music for her is o'er. 

The gorse blooms on the lea, Reggie, 

The lily floats on the lake ; 
Roses redden the tree, Reggie, 

The tree you loved for her sake ; 
The newly-mown hay its sweets imfold 

As 'tis tossed in the loaded wain ; 
The green fields fast are turning to gold. 

With the rich ripe glow of the grain. 
The barley waves, and the tall wheat bends, 

And so merrily sings the rye. 
To blushing poppy and other friends. 

As the breezes rush swiftly by. 
She hears fair Nature's voice, Reggie, 

But its sweetest sounds have flown ; 
"No more can heart rejoice, Reggie, 

At song that is turned to moan. 

The boats lie in the bay, Reggie, 

And smooth are the waters bright ; 
But your boat's far away, Reggie, 

Though it should be there to-night : 
The wavelets dance on her dazzled view, 

And she fancies they murmur low 
The same sweet whispers she heard from you 

In those ev'nings so long ago. 

H 
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The stars look down on the sad, sad scene, 

And list to the passionate cry, 
<' Come back, once more, oh, my life's fair dream. 

Come back-— oh, come back, or I die ! " 
The wavelets still run on, Reggie, 

Rnn on, but now whisper low, 
*< He's faithless " — ^Hope is gone, Reggie, 

And she cannot answer, *^ No" 



My soul doth answer thee, oh, love unspoken. 

The language of mine eyes I cannot stay ; 
Thou know'st Fm thine by ev'ry voiceless token, 

But honour, barren honour, holds its sway. 
I cannot, may not, tell thee how I love thee, 

I may not hold thy little hands in mine, 
And swear by yonder stars that glint above thee 

That I am wholly and entirely thine. 

I see the love-light in thy grey orbs glisten, 

I hear the tender quiver in each tone ; 
And oh, my darling, as I look and listen, 

I'm tempted sore to claim what is mine own. 
I swear I had no single thought of sinning. 

When first we met beside yon sounding sea, 
I had no dream thy priceless love of winning — 

That love which now is all the world to me. 

The pimishment is heavy, oh, my treasure, 
My heart might break, and there is none to care. 

But that thou lovest filleth up the measure 
Of my regret, my bitterest despair. 
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I go from hence at early dawn to-morrow, 
I go, and leave behind me light and life ; 

Oh, may thy sonl reject love's first great sorrow, 
When thou shalt hear I go to join my wife. 

No whispered word has passed between us ever. 

Which all the world might not have listened to ; 
No hint of what 'twould cost us both to sever, 

No vow that each be to the other true ; 
But still the language which we could not smother 

Hath cried aloud, my darling, in our eyes. 
And made us feel that bom for one another 

Is such a love as never, never dies. 

Thou knewest not to-night when we were parting. 

That in this world we never more might meet ; 
I could not watch the heavy tear-drops starting. 

Nor bear a tremble in that voice so sweet. 
Passion in my heart was loudly crying,' 

And coward self I could not, dared not trust, 
One tear of thine, one fancy thou wert sighing. 

And claim thee for mine own I felt I must. 

Ah, midnight musings, cease, and no more wander 

To that sweet face I may not see again ; 
Why, heart, to-night thy richest fancies squander 

On thoughts that give such weariness of pain ? 
I know she loves me, for her eyes have spoken. 

And I must go and leave her to the strife ; 
No matter, 'tis but two fond hearts are broken. 

Honour is saved, I go to join my wife. 
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Kiss me, Minnie ; kiss mC) darling ; 

Yet once more, and we must part : 
Tide is rising, I must go, loye, 

One more kiss before I start : 
Oh, be true ! remember, Minnie, 

Thou art more than life to me. 
Let thy thoughts with mine commingle, 

Though I'm far away at sea. 

Kiss me, Minnie ; kiss me, darling ; 

With thy dear head on my breast, 
Hear me swear no other woman's 

On this spot shall ever rest : 
By yon moon so brightly gleaining, 

I am thine, and only thine ; 
Let thy heart hold but one image, 

And that image, loye, be mine. 

Kiss me, Minnie ; kiss me, darling ; 

We might never meet again ; 
Sailors' lives are not the safest, 

Tet thou hast not loved in vain : 
Let this thought to thee be given, 

Should I find a wat'ry grave. 
Thou hast led my soul to Heaven, 

Though /lie beneath the wave. 

Kiss me, Minnie ; kiss me, darling ; 

Thou shalt be my guiding star, 
Guardian angel watchiug o'er me, 

Though I wander e'er so far : 
If the Ruler of yon billows 

Safely guides our gallant bark, 
I will fly to thee, my darling. 

As the dove to shelt'ring ark. 
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Eiss mO) Minnie ; kiss me, darling ; 

Something whispers to m j heart, 
Cheer thee, Duncan ; cheer thee, Minnie ; 

Short the time that thou must part : 
Fate will never he so cruel, 

As destroy such lore and bliss, | 

So a short farewell, my darling, | 

Qiye me just another kiss. 
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Oh, sing, birdie, sing your merriest lay, 
Soft southern breezes round yonder trees play ; 
Let Nature be blithe, be gayest of gay. 
My heart is so happy, so happy to-day ! 
Sing, Nature, sing, with merriment ring : 
My heart, my heart is so happy to-day ! 

Laugh in thy gladness, meandering nil. 

Echo the notes of the bonnie lark's trill ; 

Throw forth thy fragrance, sweet flow'rs on yon hill. 

Answer my heart's each wild bounding thrill ! 

Sing, Nature, sing, with merriment ring, 

Answer my heart's each wild bounding thrill ! 

Roses, sweet roses, and lilies in bloom. 
Bid Nature cast away sorrow and gloom. 
Say that to-day there's for neither the room. 
For love lights my heart as sun lights the noon I 
Sing, Nature, sing, with merriment ring. 
For love lights my heart as sun lights the noon ! 



102 THOSE HAUNTING EYES. 

He is come, he is come — my sorrows are o'er — 
Life's sun beams brightly as ever of yore ! 
He says with his love he*ll never part more ; 
Joy mis my heart to its innermost core. 
Sing, Nature, sing, with merriment ring, 
Joy iills my heart to its innermost core I 

But Nature may laugh or Nature may frown, 
Smiles deck her brow or in tears she might drown, 
Still will fair happiness life for me, crown ; 
The sun of my heart can never go down. 
Sing, Nature, sing, with merriment ring, 
The sun of my heart can never go down ! 



TuKY haunt me ever. In the midnight hour 
I meet their glance in all its wonted pow*r ; 
Though darkness reigns, no star illumes the skies, 
Still tlirough the dusky night beam starry eyes ; 
Dear eyes, whose depths reveal such worlds of love, 
As never more can shine, save from above. 
My darling, oh, my darling, can it be 
Tl\e glory of those eyes has died for me P 

They haunt me ever. In the rosy da\^^l 

I meet their glance like that of startled fawn. 

Whose timid feet would bear it far away, 

Tliough for a kindly word it fain would stay : 

Oh, darling, though I loved, I loved thee so, 

My harsh voice flighted, tlUed thine heart with woe ! 

But I WAS jealous, madly jealous, wild, 

And would not heed thy pleading glances, child. 
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They haunt me ever. In the busy noon, 

When men work hardest at the world's yast loom ; 

No matter whether hand or brain must toil. 

Eyes full of love are watching me the while ; 

Love which I could not read— oh, jealous fool, 

To need such teaching in so stem a school ! — 

A school, where eyes grow dim and hushed is breath- 

A school, whose master's sombre name is Death, 

They haunt me ever. At sweet even-tide, 
When rest doth with the weary one abide, 
No rest is mine, naught fills my heart but care ; 
For, oh, those eyes they haunt me ev'rywhere. 
Full of reproach, of pain, of nameless fear — 
Oh, eyes that ne'er before were half so dear! 
I know them, now they're sealed in last repose, 
I know them, now they'll never more unclose ! 

They haunt me ever as upon that day, 
Thou at my feet in writhing anguish lay : 
I hear thy voice, its tones vibrate anew, 
** Oh, Ronald, hear me, darling, I am true J 
I cherish not one thought that's false to thee : 
Look at me, Ronald," — but I would not see ! 
Not see ! God ! that flood ; its crimson dyes 
Quick hushed thine heart and stilled the starry eyes. 

They haunt me ever and I know them now. 
They glance at me from 'neath an angel's brow — 
A brow that wears the same sweet gentle smile, 
Though not of earth, yet not more free from guile ; 
Oh, eyes so full of love, so true, so dear, 
Watch o'er me yet whilst I must linger here. 
My punishment remains the time I live. 
Thou art avenged, oh, ejes, forgive / forgive ! 
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Wheke art thou, oh, my lover ? 

I*m waiting now for thee : 
The time has long been over, 

Our meeting was to be. 

The sun was riding high, love, 
Yon ancient steeple o'er ; 

When hastening to comply, love. 
With wishes breathed before, 

I tore myself asunder. 
From other pressing ties, 

To gaze with love and wonder 
Into thy sunny eyes. 

But watch here IVe been keeping, 

(It really is too bad) ; 
Till eyes are red with weeping, 

Till heart is sore and sad. 

The clock is loudly striking, 
From yonder lofty tow'r. 

Which tells, to my disliking, 
I've waited here an hour. 

The sun is slowly sinking. 
From out my wearied sight ; 

The little stars are blinking, 
That whisper of the night. 

But still T watch for thee, love. 
Why dost thou tarry yet ? 

It surely cannot be, love. 
Our meeting thou'lt forget I 
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My eyes from tears grow dimmer, 
My heart beats fast and loud ; 

The moonbeams 'gin to glimmer 
Athwart yon distant cloud. 

I hear the pitter patter 
Of rain-drops soft and slow, 

I long — ^but that's no matter, 
'Tis late and I must go. 

Go, miss my love's caressing ; 

Go, miss his good night kiss ; 
Go, miss his murmured blessing ! — 

Was ever pain like this ? 

Hark ! footsteps are approaching, 

'Tis he, my love, my own ! 
No time for harsh reproaching, 
- Now he at last has come. 

In vain I should have scolded. 
He never would have heard. 

For in his arms enfolded 
Love smothers ev'ry word. 

The rain clouds cease to hover. 
The shining stars look straight 

Upon my handsome lover. 
For whom I've had to wait. 

But now has come our meeting, 
I hardly know that time 

Had been so long in fleeting. 
Before it brought me mine. 

My love, whose bright eyes glisten, 
Like those fair stars above. 

Whose dear lips, as I listen. 
Are breathing naught but love. 
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Oh, Love, Creation's master, 
Thou monarch of onr fate, 

Kext time pray bring him faster, 
'Tis hard to watch and wait. 
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Mock me no more, oh love's, beguiling dream, 
Oh vision of life's mom so sweet, so sweet, 

Thou makest all my waking moments teem 
With vast regrets that thou should'st ever fleet. 

Mock me no more with kisses soft and warm, 
Falling in showers on my upturned brow ; 

With strong, firm pressure of a manly arm, 
A pressure which is never given now. 

Mock me no more with glances from those eyes, 
Those eyes which ne'er again will beam for me. 

Which are no longer mmc, alone to prize. 
Will be no more this side eternity. 

Mock me no more with sounds of whispers low, 
From lips which seemed to frame alone love's word. 

Which swore I only could its accents know. 
But which another since that time has heard. 

Mock me no more with pictures of alight, 
When moon upon two faces looking down, 

Heard two warm hearts love's solemn promise plight, 
Saw kiss, love's happiness and rapture crown. 

Mock me no more with sound of footsteps swift, 
As though some one in haste approached me near ; 

Bring not the feeling that two strong arms lift 
And press me to a heart that holds me dear. 
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Mock me no more, oh dreams, ye yisions fair, 
That are but false — aye, false as he who swore 

To keep for me life's pathway free from care, 
Then left my side, returning never more. 



^^ttira. 



Can I not woo thee back, my love, 

For all I do or say, 
Once more restore those blissful dreams 

That seem so far away ? 
From out thine heart has mem'ry fled 

For those sweet days of yore. 
Or is it true thy love is dead. 

Dead, dead for evermore P 

Does no old echo ever ring 

Within thine inmost soul. 
That music faint, though very sweet, 

Through its recesses roll ? 
A music like the old, old tune. 

To sound of kisses sweet, 
To scent of roses bom in June, 

To dreams of joy too fleet ? 

Does there remain betwixt us now 

No common tie, no bond ; 
Does all life's sunshine lie far back, 

Is naught but cloud beyond ; 
Are there no broken vows to bind, 

No promise to redeem, 
Words to recall that were unkind. 

Naught to restore love's dream ? 
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Oh, darling, is life's bitterness 

Alone my path to greet, 
Is anguish all that now remains 

Of moments once so sweet ? 
Must tears for ever dim mine eyes, 

Must sorrow crown my brow ? 
Is there no glance we used to prize 

To pass between us now f 

After those years of blissful love, 

Unmarred by jealous fears, 
That time of cloudless happy joy. 

Doth naught remain but tears ? 
And must we walk our paths apart P 

My darling, 'tis for thee 
To say if love hath left thine heart, 

And never more can be. 

If so, the sun will shine in vain. 

In vain will bloom the flow'rs. 
In vain the birds will carol loud, 

Throughout the Summer hours. 
I shall not see, I shall not hear, 

Their beauty will have fled, 
For that which made them all so dear 

Will count among the dead. 

Oh, I would woo thee back, mine own, 

Would pray on bended knee, 
Thou would' st not blast all future time 

80 utterly for me. 
To feel thy kisses on my brow. 

To clasp thine hand I yearn ; 
Oh, listen to my pleadings now, 

Return, my love, return / 
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'' Myba, darling, list to me, 
Though our parting now must be, 
By yon gleaming star above, 
Thou may'st trust me, oh, my love ! 
Billows wild will roll between 
Life to be and what has been ; 
But like needle turns to pole. 
Will my heart to thee, its goal." 

Starlight, moonlight, once again. 
Woman sobbing in her pain. 
Heart that feels well-nigh to break. 
For his sake, her darling's sake. 
This her moan, her constant moan — 
'^ Johnny, I am all alone. 
Gazing on the deep blue sea. 
Thinking, darling, but of thee !" 

Starlight, moonlight, see once more ; 
Far away from England's shore, 
Dazzling, glorious to sight. 
Is the fair and tropic night ; 
Balconies, which are the rule, 
Keep us far as can be cool ; 
See one now where maiden sweet. 
Rests with lover at her feet. 

^^ Mona, darling, list to me, 
Short my sojourn here must be, 
But by yon bright star above. 
Thou hast been mine onli/ love ; 
Like the needle turns to pole, 
Doth my helart to thee, its goal ; 
I am thiaBf and only thine. 
Be thou mine, and only mine I " 
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Starlight, moonlight, brightly wave, 
O'er a blossom-covered grave, 
Pause a moment, read the stone, 
" Myra," and that word alone : 
Far away, could' st thou but see, 
Little mound 'twould whisper thee^ 
** Mona lies from friends apart, 
Johnny broke her loving heart." 

Johnny, Johnny, where art thou ? 
Moon and stars are beaming now ; 
O'er the hills comes fragrance sweet, 
Summer blooms lie at thy feet ; 
Slumber steals their sweets from thee- 
As I listen can it be. 
These the words I hear thee say, 
" I am thine for eveVj May !" 

So it is, oh, man ! oh, man ! 
Past and future we may scan, 
But within it find no truth : 
Middle age, or tender youth, 
Man and man is all the same. 
Woman only is to blame. 
Women's hearts are only toySy 
Used for sport by men and boys. 



^ ^mtixntJi. 



Good bye, mine own, hard fate at last 

Decrees that we must part ; 
That this shall be last answ'ring throb 

Of loving heart to heart ; 
That never, never, never more 

Shall lip to lip unfold 
The treasures of love's wealth, a wealth 

So far exceeding gold. 



Our varied paths in life, my own, 

Lie sundered far and wide ; 
May yours be happy, gay, and bright, 

Whatever to me betide ! 
I know that 'midst life's pains and cares 

Mine own must always lie ; 
Oh, darling, must I leaye thee so P 

Would, would that I could die I 

But no, no, no, 'tis not for me 

To hope the friendly grave 
Will at grief's call its portals ope, 

The weary heart to save ; 
Will take the burden to itself. 

Of anguish-stricken life ! 
Will hide from tear-dimmed eyes at call 

All sombre care and strife ! 

No, wakened conscience cries aloud, 

" Go onward, coward, go ; 
Life's sunshine has been thine till now. 

Now learn to meet its woe. 
Its burden might be hard at first, 

But go thou, take thy share ; 
Remember He who gave it thee 

Will give thee strength to bear." 



So taking now from thee, mine own. 

Thy dear, thy farewell kiss, 
I will go forth for ever, love, 

From realms. of earthly bliss. 
The mem'ry of this last caress 

Shall give me strength and pow'r, 
And bravely 'neath its influence 

I'll live each shadowed hour. 
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When sinking heart can bear no more, 

1*11 close my weary eyes, 
And meet thy glances beaming forth 

From fancy's far-off skies. 
They shall restore my fainting soul, 

Light up life's iiame anew. 
Thus showing to our kindly friends 

What woman^a love can do. 

Farewell, my darling, look not so. 

Hear me, I blame thee not ; 
'Tis fate alone that throws this blight 

Upon my earthly lot. 
Thou canst not help if slander cast 

Its taint breath on thy soul. 
Thou canst not with thy greatest poVr 

The liar's tongue control. 

If round thine heart they wind their toils, 

Pour poison in thine ear, 
Art thou to blame thou castest forth 

An image once so dear ? 
If slander casts a deathless slur 

Upon a woman's fame. 
What love for thee can be in her 

To blast with hers thy name. 



And oh, my love, my life, my own, 

I love thee far too well. 
To let one sland'rous breath come near 

Where honour should but dwell I 
And so I leave thee, but the time. 

That happy time, will come, 
When thou wilt learn to know my heart 

Was thine, and thine alone. 
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That since our first sweet vows were pledged, 

I never knew one thought 
That was not horn of love for thee, 

And with thy welfare fraught. 
Thou'lt learn to know that jealousy 

Had sworn to mar our bliss, 
Had sworn to part us as we part 

"With just this farewell kiss. 



^lar, t|f0iijg]^ J^prt^ 

Good bye, darling, we are parting. 

Mournful is our farewell strain, 
Naught can check your tear-drops starting. 

Nor mine own, which fall like rain ; 
But, like sun through Summer shower, 

Gleams the thought our hearts to cheer. 
Memory will have the power. 

Though apart to keep us near. 

Trackless wastes our forms might sever, 

Or betwixt us oceans roll ; 
But our hopes will mingle ever, 

Soul will commune, love, with soul : 
Self-same ptars will o'er us hover, 

And like eyes so bright and clear, 
Bear our glances to each other. 

Though apart, will keep us near. 

Summer winds our brows caressing. 

Forest warblers as they sing. 
Each will bear to us a blessing. 

Each to us loved whispers bring ; 
So, good bye, my heart's one treasure, 

We will part without a fear, 
Love that's ours in depthless measure, 

Though t^art, will keep us near. 
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Js tllttt no WjonQlit ? 

la there no thought to take thee hack, 

To days of joy and gladness, 
When sunshine gilded all life's track, 

Uxunarked hy clouds of sadness ; — 
When words of love, as soft and sweet 

As ringdoye's gentle cooing. 
Were wont our raptured ears to greet, 

In days when we were wooing ? 

Is there no thought to float thy soul 

Far hack through memory's ether, 
Or fancy's eye to read the scroll, 

Of joys we lived together P 
Is there no echo of a voice 

Within thy heart recalling 
A love that made our souls rejoice, 

Our ev'ry sense enthralling P 

Is there no thought that hrings to mind 

Soft touches and caressings, 
Tones, oh, so loving, sweet, and kind, 

And breathing naught but blessings ; 
Rich blessings that were surely ours, 

£ro fate, in voice of thunder, 
Bid us rolin(iuish those dear hours, 

And tore our loves asunder P 

Is there no thought that sets thine heart 

With pain and sorrow throbbing, 
No echo of ** For over part," 

A woman's anguished sobbing ; 
A moon-lit night, an open space. 

The world in snow enshrouded. 
Largo pleading eyes, a wan, wan fSftoe, 

A brow with sorrow clouded P 
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Is there no thought to mem'ry now 

BHthe happy mnsio bringing, 
From ancient steeple's lofty brow, 

The Christmas joy-beUs ringing ? 
" Peace, peace/' they sung to aU on earth, 

" Let joy crown eVry morrow ; 
We come to usher in the birth 

Of Him who'll bear thy sorrow." 

Is there no thought of how the bells 

Had failed His message giving, 
Is there no conscience sadly teUs, 

Of words hard, unforgiving P 
" Qt), go," they were, " I hear them not, 

No peace is o'er me stealing ; 
Those sounds can never change our lot, 

'Tis but yon church-bells pealing." 

Is there no thought of woman's form, 

'Neath pain and anguish quailing, 
Of head low bowed as by a storm. 

And night air filled with wailing ; 
Of clasping hands of wild despair. 

Of 'twining arms unclinging. 
And all the time through snowy air, 

Of Christmas joy-bells ringing ? 

Is there no thought to take thee on, 

Throughout life's coming ages, 
To read the sadness and the song 

Thaf s written in its pages ? 
But, no, may reading come too late, 

To thee this thought discloses. 
Nor give thee time to rail at Fate, 

For casting off life's roses. 



I 2 



lis WHAT CHECKED HT DEEAM. 



Let them keep their belief, and I, too, will keep miiiey 
Bnt I know for idiom euth's fidresl beauties will shine. 
It is certain that neTer such fiJaehood-dimmed eyes 
Can aee beauty in woodland, in streamlet, or skies. 
And so, losing such beaoty, thej lose from this life 
The sweet hope of all soothing for angniah and strife, 
Thus creating themaelyes an all powerfiil rod. 
And then calling it chastisement coming from God. 



I'll roam through the meadows this warm afternoon, 

The barley is waying, the lark in fall tune ; 

He sings and he soars far up into the skj, 

Bnt is not more joyous nor blither than I : 

Fair Nature's broad pages are open to me, 

And I reyel to-day in each beauty I see. 

Ah ! here's a sweet yalley, all shaded with trees, 

Where my hot cheek is kissed by the soft waying breeze, 

Where the butterfly floats on his aerial way, 

Where children's sweet yoices are merry in play ; 

How happily time in this yalley most fly, 

For who could giye birth 'neath these trees to a sigh ! 

I'll rest me awhile in this soft sylyan scene, 
Qiye play to my thoughts in some exquisite dream ; 
With leayes waying o'er me like sound of the sea, 
And those fair, joyous children in musical glee, 
There's nothing before me one sense to annoy : 
My dream shall be yision of loye, hope, and joy. 
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Of love. Ah, well thonght ! — there, throngh yon fairy grove, 

Advances a pair who know something of love. 

To judge by the droop of the fair maiden's eye — 

The voice of her Mend thongh, is rather too high ; 

Ah ! what do I see, as I start to my feet ? — 

Alas, for the peace of my valley so sweet ! 

A blow from a man — no, a cowardly cnr ; 

A blow from his hand, and 'tis levelled at her ; 

A blow which she answers with sorrowful tears, 

Low, pitiful sobbing, and shivering fears : 

A man ! did I say — ^thon*rt his libel and shame ; 

Thon stand'st in his form, and thou bearest the name. 

Bnt a man, a tme man, never lifted his arm 

To offer weak woman a touch that would harm ; 

A man, a true man, would haste long weary miles 

To soothe woman's tears, light her eyes with sweet smiles ; 

A man is the noblest creation of God, 

Whilst thou and thy like are a curse to the sod. 



I know not the pow'r thou hast over her life 
May be she is cursed by thy calling her wife ; 
But I know were her fate to be mine this fair day, 
I would leave thee for ever, and hasten away ; 
Aye, hasten to death, or whate'er might betide, 
Par rather than stay by thy cowardly side. 



E'en Nature herself strives thy form to enshroud, 
To hide thee from sight in yon swift rolling cloud, 
The sun veils his face in the might of his shame. 
At warming one instant thy dastardly frame ; 
Hushed, hushed is the voice of the children at play. 
And mist clouds have driven all beauty away. 



120 thoxt'bt with me still. 

AlaSy for my dream in this yalley so sweet ! 

like the valley, 'twas fair, its beauties as fleet ; 

Ne*er shall I striye here its lost charms to regain, 

The air will he laden with sobbings of pain ; 

The rise of a cowardly arm I shall see, 

In each TerdnreHiecked branch that waves from the tii^e. 



^tm'xi toit]^ me 3m. 

Go where I will, thou*rt with me still, 

Thy bright eyes on me beaming, 
By night, by day, where'er I stray, 

Of thee Fm ever dreaming : 
A simple flower hath still the poVr 

To bring before my vision. 
That Summer-time when love's fair prime 

Made all Life's dreams elisian. 

Amidst the trees the fragrant breeze 

Thy cherished songs are singing. 
The bonnie birds repeat thy words, 

Their flight above me winging ; 
The barley sheaves, the rustling leaves, 

The branches o*er me swaying. 
Shout forth thy name, all seem the same ; 

To me my loss betraying. 

Must life alone be one long moan, 

Through memories fond and tender ? 
Will no glad age blot out that page, 

Nor grief to joy surrender P 
The tlowers bright bloom on my sight, 

The sun shines in his glory ; 
But clouding all like fun'ral pall, 

Come dreams of that old story. 



But wiien the SiiiBner perahed^ 
Came touch of pdca md giief ; 

And wmil of sorrow leadied Bie, 
With fan of Autunui's kftf . 

Yoor Toiee was gTOwmg taokxy 

Yonf kisses £Bur moire me ; 
My dream of Ioto sooa yaniahed. 

Soon melted into air. 

'Twas bom of light and heauty, 

Stmg birdies high aboye ; 
They're dead, and with their dying 

Has also died his lore. 

'Twas meant but for fair weather, 
Gould stand no Wiater's chill : 

*^ 'Tis dead,'' moaned leafless branobes ; 
'< 'Tis dead," wailed ioe-bonnd rill. 

The yiolet bnt slumbers 

Beneath its snowy bed. 
The Sim of coming Spring-time 

Will bid it raise its head. 

The Summer in his glory 
Again wUl bright the earth ; 

And Autumn's chilly breezes 
To Winter's snows give birth. 

But all of earthly beauty 

For me is passed and o'er ; 
Your faithlessness has banished 

My joys for evermore. 



OH, SING OF A TIME THAT IS PAST. 



123 



Oh, sing, birdie, sing of a time that has yanished, 
Of hopes that were bom with the flowers of Spring, 

Of honrs that were happy, so happy in passing, 
That Nature could but with sweet melody ring ! 

Oh, sing, birdie, sing of a long-ago Summer, 
Of lovers who wandered through meadow and lane. 

To tune of soft kisses of low tender nothings, 
In which there was never one whisper of pain ! 

Oh, sing, birdie, sing, but of laughter-made music. 
Of blithe joyous song, filling woodland and dale ; 

Of voices that echoed thine own in their gladness, 
Of tender soft cooing, but never a wail I 

Oh, sing, birdie, sing of a bright river, gliding 
With musical ripple 'neath grand forest trees. 

Of bark that was rocked like a swan on its bosom, 
So lulling its freight to the songs of the breeze I 

Oh, sing, birdie, sing, but not one note of sadness. 
This life is so laden with sorrow and pain ; 

'Tis but in thf/ music, so old, so familiar. 
One dream of the past and its joys I regain ! 

Oh, sing, birdie, sing of blue eyes, still the dearest, 
Of voice that my tenderest feelings can move, 

Of touch that can banish all pain in a moment. 
And bring to my vision those days of our love ! 



giss mt &-ili#, i«Hrit. 

On, Robbie, iut dirling, from over the main 
I've come to he with jou one momottt again, 
I could not dit there, love, bo far from your sight, 
I wanted 70U, dearest, to kiss me good night. 

Oh, Bobbie, the years since we parted now seem 
As flitted away liie some feverish dream, 
'Twill be like returning from darkness to light 
In the kiss that I crave, love, kiss me to-night. 

In the long ago days you thought me untme. 
But, dearest, my love has been ever for you, 
Preaerring its lustre tlirough time's onward flight, 
60 kiss me once more, Robbie, Idas me to-night. 

Hark ! darling, I hear them, the beautiful bells, 

Now low and now high their sweet melody swolla ; 

We listened before with the snow lying white. 

You kissed tne, ujid blessed me, that cold New Year's night, 

Fate parted us then, love, and never again 

1 heard your name breathed but wiHi bitterest pain ; 

Love relusing to die uprose in its might, 

To crave this last kiss, Robbie, kiss me to-night. 

They're eallijig, they're calling me, dearest, away, 
Good bye, my one love, I no longer must stay ; 
Oh, do you not see them, the Angels so bright P— 
I'll go to them, Robbie, so kiss me good night. 



Etendtg, gaslight, and a cheerful room, 
Bright fire dispelling eVry thought of gloom ; 
Two heads low bending illustrations o'er — 
To make a picture wonld you ask for more P 

Silent and voiceless neither hastes to speak, 
Joy far too deep for human tongues to break ; 
A little hand within the larger lies. 
And all their language passes through their eyes. 

Jnst watch awhile the prints tl^ey must forget. 
Five minutes pass, no page is turned as yet, 
The heads near meet as lower still they bend— 
Nay, move aside, nor longer gaze, dear Mend — 

Or else your watching will amount to this, 
Unbidden you'll behold sweet love's first kiss ; 
You'll see him press her to his throbbing heart. 
And almost hear the words, " No more to part." 



Within the cosy room they sit, those three ; 
The firelight dances upwards merrily. 
The gas, too, throws o'er all its radiant light, 
Thus making what was bright look still more bright. 
And there's the table spread ; the pretty ware. 
The silver polished with an owner's care, 
The bread and butter cut in dainty slice. 
All resting on the cloth so white and nice. 
There axe but three to eat ; oh, pain untold, 
ThB fourth stands looking on— out in the cold. 



She grasps the window-ledge with small white hand, 
She trembles so that she can hardly stand ; 
For there, almost within her reach, sits he 
Whom 'tis her anguish, yet her joy to see. 
Tes, there he sits, a book is in his hand. 
He reads it not, his thoughts to silent land 
Have taken flight, and she, his love of old, 
Knows that he dreams of her^-out in the cold. 

His love /—ha I ha ! what word is that we dare 
Apply to her, who stands alone out there P 
His love ! — ^why, love is more to man than life ; 
And by his side, e'en now, sits she, his wife. 
Their child, too, shares with them the dainty meal, 
What woman, then, could fate have bidden steal 
Within that seemingly safe-sheltered fold. 
And call his heart to her — out in the cold ? 

Ah, good ones, blame them! {/'you are so good. 
Without a sin, a fault, 'tis right you should ; 
Without a question of that tempting hour. 
Wherein love spoke with all its mighty pow'r : 
Claimed those two hearts, that fought the fight in vain. 
That strove to burst apart the well-knit chain 
They found entwine their souls, each sense enfold. 
Until it left her there— -out in the cold. 

Aye, true, life's fire for him gleams bright and warm, 
And well-tried love would shelter him from harm. 
He wills it not, no love can e'er compare 
With that which beamed on him from yonder chair ; 
When she who stands without, made it her throne, 
When ihe made all the sunshine of his home. 
The throne is now his iri/t'$, to have and hold. 
Whilst she, his Mcv, looks on— out in the cold. 
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He starts, he shiyers ; Bound, 'tis but a name, 
That scorches, sears his heart with paasion's flame : 
She wants him, sends for him, and he wiU go— 
Who striyes preyent he counts his direst foe — 
Wife, child, what are they ? she^s alone his care, 
She calls for, yearns for, waits for him out there. 
He's with her, words are few, hliss is untold. 
The world has shut them hoth—ojii in the cold. 



^m0 me e ^m%. 

Oh, sing me a song to-night, loye ; 

Let it be of the bygone years, 
Ere life grew weary and sad, loye. 

With the weight of its unshed tears. 

Oh, sing me a song of the green lanes, 
The daisies and buttercups wild. 

The birds that their sweetest notes trilled, 
When I was an innocent child. 

Sing to me, loye, of the bright brook 
That gambolled beneath the green trees, 

Of the bulrushes tall that swayed 
To the gentlest kiss of the breeze. 

Oh, sing me a song of the old home, 
A song of the sweet honey bee. 

The jasmine that clambered the walls 
These old eyes will never more see. 

Oh, sing me a song to-night, loye ; 

Let it be of the bygone years. 
Ere life grew weary and sad, loye. 

With the weight of its unshed tears. 



Z'J^ X TlSIiy- 
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l2 ^irLois asoofr :r*r ant- Ir*^ 1»-dsj, 
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** lCrKL,~ Lfr xi^3ie:z^ " set t«i lock 
Is E«>t E&:>s% £r=L to stftad ibe sl^cxk 
ThaX wildest biH^rV ersr iLreVy 
Than I to W l«di £rEi amd tnse : 
Hioa kcfrwest tiiat mr heazt is tkine : 
I know thT fore is wL&IIt miiuJ' 

The sccdse has f-l^-^^^gft^ for lon^, hmg yean 
Hare passed, in s^ite of ag^ and tears 
That would the dear one s till retain. 
Whose like diall nexer come again : 
The sands are there, the woman's fern 
Kow paces sadly and forlorn ; 
Bnt where is he, that die's alone ? 
Ix»k TGnder--see, the rock is gone ! 

It firmly stood whilst sunshine shed 
The Smmner's glory o'er its head ; 
Bnt Winter's wildest storms arose, 
The winds and waves hecame its foes. 
It fell, and as it snnk from view 
His love, her life, went with it too : 
Existence only is her lot, 
When love is gone then life is not. 
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SrsvEAMS qiuTer o'er the lirer, 

Throfwiiig shadows here and there, | 

Birds are singing, swift flight winging 

Thzongh the perfumed Sammer air ; 
BhMsoms smiling, so beguiling. 

Branches bowing from each tree ; 
Nature laughing, dancing, chaffing, 

But I hear her not for thee ; 
Cannot hear her, do not hear her. 

Cannot hear her, lore, for thee. 

Larks are trilling notes so thrilling 

To each listening ear but mine, 
WaTclets bounding with glad sounding, 

AH to cheer our hearts combine ; 
But the cheering most endearing 

Is thy Toice to me, mine own, 
Soft, caressing, richly blessing, 

Could I hear another tone ? 
No, I cannot, do not hear it. 

Cannot hear another tone. 



I AM humble, you are lofty, 

I haTe bowed before your shrine ; 
I haye kissed the ground you trod on. 

Looked upon you as divine : 
E*en as some bright star of Heaven 

Glints and glistens high above, 
So to me has been the beauty 

I have dared to wildly love. 



XOTE A3SJ} HJlTKED. 




were you? 



Well I knew your hangiitT nature 

^e'er to kyye of me eonld stoop, 
Tet the knowledge failed to saTe 

From beeoming fool and dupe ; 
For joa told me fear to lianialit 

That jonr lieart was mine alooe ; 
So I bowed before yon, worshipp'd 

V\hat I madly called mine own- 

Tin that momingy &tal morning, 
When on wings of lore I flew, 
With my offering of flowers ; 

Where were you? — aye, where 
Just a look from out the window, 
I^>ok zeTealing all the charms 
Of your faultless, peerless beanty, 
Besting in another's arms. 

^op one mofment reason tottered. 

Madness took its place instead ; 
I-oudly sJiouting, " Vfllain ! traitor ! '' 

There I wonld haTe struck him dead 
Bnt your voice, so wUdly pleading* 

Saved liim from the pending storm. 
And love died that Snmmer momi»g> 
Giving- place to hate and scorn. 

Yes, I liate, false-hearted beanty. 

As I loved, in former time ; 
Oo to liim, lie'll neTer give you 
Xx>ve so deep, so true as mine : 
He is zi.ol>le, yon are noble, 

:BirtH is -wdth you life and breatilx, 
I liad orQjr lav^ to give you— 
X-ove to last you unto death. 
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is % $afe« at §amt. 

Do you remember, "Willie, 

How many years have gone, 
Since first you said you loved me, 

Down by the lake at home ? 
The moon was brightly beaming, 

The stars shone overhead ; 
Now shall I tell you, "Willie, 

The very words you said ? 

It will not take much trying 

To think on every one ; 
I know you found me sitting 

Upon the bank, alone ; 
My thoughts were widely straying 

From home and friends away, 
When you recalled them quickly, 

Though in a pleasant way. 

"With hand upon my shoulder. 

You whispered in mine ear, 
" I'm very glad I've found you, 

And mean to keep you here. 
Till I have told my story — 

Though it is nothing new — 
But, Marie, dear, I love you, 

"With love both deep and true. 

Oh, be my wife, sweet Marie, 
And in the coming years 

m shield you from all sorrows, 
All cause for sighs and tears ; 
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You shall be dear as ever, 

When youth and beauty's fled." 

These are the words, dear Willie, 
That by the lake you said. 

And nobly time, in fleeting, 

Your promises redeem ; 
My life is onward passing. 

Just like a fairy dream ; 
I m growing old, my darling ; 

The dread time long since oame 
When youth and beauty vanished — 

You loved me all the same. 

Adown life's hill together 
We're speeding quickly now. 

Oh, may Death's icy finger 
First touch my wrinkled brow ; 

When sounds for me are dying- 
Save thy dear voice alone, 

Oh say, " I love you, Marie," 
As by the lake at home. 



^t Wut of tilt t}xtat 

Ik solitude I mourn th«e, 

My love of long ago ; 
The birds above are Mnjpa^ 

The flow'rs around jto» '. jy* 
I cannot see the beaut' 

I cannot bear th^ m»» 
For visions, sad toA >is^ 

That memory ^l. 
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I'm mourning for thee, darling ! 

Beneath the forest trees, 
Mj wail of sorrow echoed 

By wailings of the hreeze ; 
The breeze that 'midst the branches 

Is sobbing deep and low, 
Till all the earth seems teeming 

With murmurings of woe ; — 



Of woe so sad and bitter, 

There seems no hope of peace, 
I listen to its wailing, 

Till mine doth but increase : 
And in my stormy passion, 

I cry aloud (in vain). 
Oh, loye of life's fair morning. 

Return, return again I 

Come back, oh, golden vision, 

Of blithesome, happy youth ; 
Come back, oh love I looked on 

As true as changeless truth : 
One gleam of its dear sunshine, 

Kelentless time restore ; 
But oh, the breeze is sobbing, 

" Gone, gone for evermore !" 

Oh, love, my heart is breaking. 

It cannot bear the weight 
Of tears, that deep unflowing, 

Eefase to ease its freight : 
So heavy is its burden 

Of sombre, changeless grief, 
That death 'twould gladly welcome, 

As vision of relief ! 
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Hark to the breezes blowing 

From o'er the heaving sea, 
Kow tossing high the branches, 

They roar aloud to me I 
?* We've seen him, oh, we've seen him, 

But not like thee, dUme^ 
His heart is gay and happy, 

Another shares his home ! 

His arm is thrown, around her. 

He whispers honeyed words, 
Such as he used to whisper 

Amidst the flow'rs and birds. 
When ihmA wert his companion, 

Receiver of each kiss, 
When life stretched far before thee, 

One dream of love and bliss. '* 

" We've seen him," roar the breezes, 

" And, oh, we heard him say, 
* My love for 3/ir</n, Rosie, 

Is dead — ^has passed away.' 
And then we saw him kiss her, 

We saw each fond caress, 
That once, on thee bestowing, 

Made life a thing to bless. 

We saw him, and we shouted 

How sorrowful wert thou. 
Thine eyes, how full of anguish, 

How marked with care thy brow ; 
Thine heart, how wildly yearning 

But for one farewell word — 
In vain we told our story, 

He never, never heard^"* 
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HAPPY DBEAMS. 



So speak the er'ning breezes 

To me, mr lore, to me ; 
And sobbing, sighing, moaning. 

Their tones are but of thee. 
ITpon their wings thej canr 

Thy Toiee, where'er they go. 
And that is why I listen, 

I love to hear them so. 






f app5 grtams. 

» 

I 

Fte been to-night to the regions of bliss, 

Where your lips touched mine in the old sweet kiss ; ' 

I saw in the depths of your azure eyes 

Bright gleams of a true love that never dies. 

Yes, my darling, in happy dreams. 

Life was no more what now it seems. 

I have been where again your arms were thrown 

Bound the form you so fondly called your own ; ' 

Words of endearment fell fast on mine car. 

In the old, old accents I loved to hear. 
Yes, my darling, in happy dreams, ' 

life was no more what note it seems. I 

We spoke to each other as long ago, J 

Ere our daj^ were clouded with bitter woe. 

Ere others had cast a withering blight 

O'er hopes that had budded in beauty bright. 

Yes, my darling, in hi^py dreams, 

life was no more what now it seems. 
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I woke to find the sweet fancy had flown. 
But I know that your lore is still mine own. 
And in passionate grief I mourn the past. 
Whose heantifnl hopes were too bright to last. 

Gone, my darling, are happy dreams. 

And life is now jnst what it seems. 



» >r 



J ran ^tt aiilr gtar \\tm ^oto. ! 

■ 

THorGH the day were dark and dreary. 

Though the sky were oTercast, j 

Thongh the sun had yeiled his brightness, 

And though coldly blew the blast, i 

Yet the sound of your dear footsteps I 

Would such happy feelings bring, ! 

That for me the darkest Winter 
Turned to brightest, fairest Spring. 

Oh, the glow within your eyes, love, j 

As my fond lips touched your brow. 
And your earnest words, " God bless you 
I can see and hear them now. 

But, ah, me ! ah, me ! Time fleeting. 

Long since buried in the past 
Love that was so dear, so priceless. 
Love that was too bright to last ; 
So there came a bitter parting, 

When all nature seemed to change, 
When your dear familiar features 
Grew for me so cold and strange. 

When your eyes dread doubt had cbud^^ 

And its shadow lined your brow, 
But your glance and last " O^A hU*M y*^ • '' 
I can see and hear them n'/W* 



For my days of dreaiy anguish. 
For mv niglits of bitter iroe, 
I hare neTer blamed rou, dearest. 

Hardest &te would haTe it so. 
Kay, how could you help it, dariing, 

When, they said I was not true ; 
But their words were base and cruel, 
I was never false to tou. 

I still lore you dearly, truly. 

Though to fate I needs must bow. 
But your glanee and last " God bless you! '* 
I can see and hear them now. 



J Song ia gliaQ asibc %sc l^tixch. 

I LOXG to fling aside these pearls 

From out my wavy hair ; 
Cast off this snowy, silken robe, 

That fashion bids me wear. 
My heart is very sad to-night, 

For visions 'twill recall, 
That makes me hate these pageants bright. 

Hunt, picnic, concert, ball. 

I see before my fancy now 

A bright and moonlit way, 
Where, lost in happy converse, two— 

A man and maiden— stray. 
He bends his head, she lifts her face, 

Oh, moment fall of bliss, 
A cloud for just one instant's space, 

A sound : 'tis love's first kiss. 
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'Twas on my lips that kiss was pressed, 

I feel it eyen now ; 
And moon ne'er lit up greater joj 

Than that which crowned my hrow. 
I hear his yoice, I feel again 

The pressure of his hand ; 
Oh, LoTe, what thoughts of joy and pain 

Thy mem'ry can command ! 

Before my yiew another scene — 

A dark and stormy sky — 
The lightning's flash, the thunder's roll, 

Approach two figures nigh. 
But, oh, the elements at war 

Can he no fiercer than 
Those two fierce human creatures are — 

That maid and fair-hrowed man. 

Harsh words and gestures full of scorn 

Are cast to each hy each ; 
They seem to hid the raging storm 

Its own wild lesson teach. 
" Gro, go," she cried, **go, quit my sight, 

My loye is dead, has flown ; 
I swear hy yonder blasting light 

Thy thrall I will not own." 

God, that blinding glare, that crash I 

She looks — ^where, where is he ? 
That prostrate form can ne'er he his, 

Which lies by yonder tree ? 
It is ! and wildly now she cries, 

" I meant not what I said. 
My darling, ope once more thine eyes : " 

In yain, for he was dead. 
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Dead ! dead ! it seemed the storm obeyed 

Each passion-uttered word ; 
She bade him quit her sight and go^ 

The flashing lightning heard 
And hurled him down in manhood's prime^ 

Aye, sent beyond recall, 
The idol whom her soul did shrine, 

Who was her love, her all. 

I was that maiden, even I, 

Who wooed the lightning's strife, 
Who killed my darling with a word, 

Thus blasting all my life. 
"So wonder that these jewels bright 

I'd cast from out my hair. 
And commune with my heart to-night 

On sad thoughts buried there. 



3 Jtoottto J tanlb (forget "^IjitL 

I worxB I could forget thee, 

Could drire from fancy's sight 
Our meeting that fair morning, 

Our parting that sad night ; 
But birds must cease their singing. 

And flowers cease to live. 
And gentle Summer breezes 

Their melody to give ; 
The sun must lose his glory, 

In dreary darkness set, 
If I forget thee, <l«r1iiig — 

If ever I forget. 
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I would I could forget thee, 

So banishing my care, 
For youth should make life*s ristaa i 

m 

I/)ok fair — aye, Tery fair ; ' 

Bnt like the rose unopened, | 

Is checked by deadly blight, [ 

So hast t?iou turned lifers morning 

For me to darkest night. 
Thy loTe-smiles made my Summer ; 

Dost think without regret, ' 

I watched those love-smiles yanish, ! 

Or could their warmth forget ? 

■ 

I would I could forget thee ; 

But stars must cease to shine, | 

i Ere memory can banish 

Those starry eyes of thine. « 

Green leayes again must glisten , 

On lightning-stricken tree. 
Ere I forget thy loye yows ! 

So often breathed to me. i 

Spring, Summer, Autumn, Winter, ! 

They linger with me yet ; 
I hear them night and morning. 

And neyer can forget. 

I would I could fbiget thee ; 

But depthless wells must dry. 
And clouds must cease to wander. 

Athwart the distant sky ; 
The eagle leave his eyrie, 

And mate with timid doye. 
Ere I forget thee, darling, 

Or ere I cease to love. 
Yon rocks, the boundless ocean, 

Must cease to chafe and fret. 
Its course all nature alter ^ 

Ere ever I forget ! 
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THE BIVEB. 



Flow on, flow on, sweet river, 
And thoti, bright snnbeams, play, 

Wliere shadows dance and quiver 
Throughout each Summer day. 

Oh, river, she has loved thee, 
'Twas here we often met, 

And in thy murm'ring waters 
Her sweet voice liveth yet. 

E'en now methinks her footsteps 
Still linger where she trod ; 

But, oh, the feet lie quiet 
Beneath the fresh green sod. 

The flow'rs she loved are springing 
Each hill and valley o'er. 

The forest birds are singing 
For her they'll sing no more. 

No more, no more, oh, river, 
To thee I breathe my woe ; 

My darling's gone for ever. 
And I, too, fain would go. 

God knows how I have cherished 

That little fairy thing. 
My birdling that has perished 

"With first blooms of the Spring. 

How can I be submissive ? 

How bow before His throne. 
And breathe the Christian's prayer, 

" Lord, Thy will be done ? " 
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J §xmmtii mi. 

I DBEAMED not ere the Stunzner flitted, 
You and I should part for aye, 

That with the birdies and the blossoms 
All onr love would pass away. 

I dreamed not when you swore I only 
Had your heart, or e'er should have, 

That within yotir faithless bosom 
Many loves had found a grave. 

I dreamed not hearts had bled and broken 
(Noble hearts, too) for your sake ; 

But fate shewed me all your baseness, 
And my heart will never break. 

I dreamed not, when by yon bright river. 

Deathless fealty you swore ; 
Your love was like its sparkling wavelets. 

Passing to return no more. 

I dreamed not, when beneath the branches, 
list'ning to your honeyed words, 

That their music bore less meaning 
Than the song of forest birds. 

I dreamed not, when so fondly gazing 

In your blue and sunny eyes, 
That their light had gleamed on many, 

Like the stars from midnight skies. 

I dreamed not that you sought a pastime, 

But to wile away the hours, 
When you wooed and almost won me. 

Out amidst the Summer flow'rs. 
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DROSS AND GOLD. 



I dreamed not — but tlien fate so kindly 
Saved me from life's direst woe, 

By checking /a/icy ere 'twas worship, 
And now I can bid you go, 

I dreamed not ere the Summer flitted, 
AU our love would pass away, 

And I thus could bid you leave me, 
Say farewell to you /or aye. 



'TwAS only a tiny, tiny word. 

But oh, such a world of woe 
Fell on the heart of the man who heard 

That monosyllable " Go /"— 
" I thought I loved, but the world is wide, 

And as on my way I roam, 
Lovers flock in shoals to my side, 

And I cannot cling to one. 
I'm very young, and men say I'm fair. 

And this life is gay and bright. 
Go, search the world, there are many there 

Who will love you well — Good night." 

And she was gone, the fairy-like form 

Had flitted from off the scene. 
His dearest joy, the sun of his mom. 

Had shattered life's beautiful dream. 
" Aye, lovers in shoals," he muttered low ; 

" Does one of them love like this ? 
"Would one through faintest of danger go 

To add one jot to your bliss ? 
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My darling, you're right ; you're young, indeed, 

And I in your sight am old ; 
I'll wait till you find my help you need, 

'Till you soom the dross for gold." 
♦ ♦••••• 

" Clothilde, Clothilde, I am tired to night, 

I would he at once nndrest ; 
Take from my hair these jewels hright, 

And leaye me alone to rest." 
Deftly and swiftly the young handmaid 

Unfastened the coils of hair, 
The filmy rohings aside were laid. 

The mistress left sitting there, 
Alone ; hut what can that young heart ail. 

That sohs from its depths well forth, 
And make her cry, with passionate wail, 

" My love, I have learned your worth. 

The world is hright, and the world is gay, 

I have shoals of lovers too, 
But my heart grows sadder day hy day. 

For, alas ! it has not you. 
1 smile and sing 'neath a mask of woe. 

And flatterers hend the knee, 
But music teems with that harsh word, Goy 

And f/oUf love, alone I see. 
Come hack, my darling, my heart's desire, 

Is — O God ! what means that cry ? " 
Again it rises : 'tis " Fire! Firel Fire !" 

And the flames around her fly. 

Oh, fearful picture of smoke and flame, 

Closed in hy the darkened night. 
Like glowing picture in ehon frame 

Its hlackness makes bright more bright : 
See that seething, heaving, rolling crowd ! 

Hear that cry of " Where is she ?" 



I 
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Though in flaines, as in a hnrial ahrond, 

Her heautifdl form they see. 
And there do her shoals of lavert stand, 

Lond shouting, " Quick ! save her— save ! " 
Their txnees raise, but never a hand 

To snatch her from fi'ry grave. 

But who is this, that such mighty stride 

Bears onward with panting breath ? 
Crying, '' I'll save her whate'er betide. 

Or rU share her fearful death!" 
The ivy dings to the ancient waUs, 

And he climbs hand over hand, 
It gives with his weight— he falls — ^he falls : 

No, see him in safety stand. 
With one arm outstretched, he cries aloud, 

<< Have courage, my darling : spring 1 " 
She's saved, and cheers from the heaving crowd 

In wildest of raptures ring. 

My story. Is it not finished now. 

Dear reader, it is for you 
To look on yon upturned smiling brow, 

That beams with a joy so true ; 
To look in eyes that are gazing deep 

Down into those eyes below, 
To hear the whispers those senses steep 

In Love's most exquisite flow. 
** My Bex," she murmurs, in accents clear, 

'^ I am yours to have and hold ; 
I've learnt to know the difference, dear, 

'Twizt dross and the purest ffold,** 



I 
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" Wnx I tell you a tale ? " a maiden said ; 

And low bowed her lover his noble head ; 

'< I mnst whisper it soft/' qnoth she, *' and low. 

For I do not want all the world to know." 

It was passing strange that no sound was heard, 

Saye only the yoice of a little bird, 

That seemed to sing, " It is tme, it is true, 

The beantifnl tale she is teUing you : 

All over the world I fly, nor £eu1 

To hear in each oonntry that exquisite tale." 

'* Will I tell you a tale ? " she asked onoe more ; 

I never saw lover so deaf before ; 

For though she whispered it dose to his ear. 

It seemed that her words he never would hear. 

And the bird sung gaily up in a tree, 

'* True lovers are always like this, you see ; 

They've nothing to say, but their earnest looks 

Are reading each other like open books : 

m sing to them sweetly— oh dear, oh dear, 

I really believe that they do not hear ! " 

<< WiU i tell yon a tiny tale ?" qnoth she: 

'* Aye, Johnny, bend down and listen to me." 

Oh, moment to both of exquisite bliss. 

The tale after all was only a kiss ! 

" Only a kiss," sung the bonnie wee bird ; 

** Try it all you who might never have heard ; 

To me, seeing all, 'tis certainly plain. 

That trying it once, you'll try it again : 

Now I am off to my wife on her nest, 

To tell her a tale in the song she loves best." 



L 2 
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YALEBIB. 



Fob years I've been a ranger, 

Far from my natiye home, 
Throngh distant lands a stranger, 

'T has been my lot to roam : 
But o'er me like a bright star shone 
The light that ever led me on ; 
For thee bright lanrels have I won, 

Valerie ! oh, Valerie ! 

Fye dared death on the ocean, 

IVe brayed it in the field, 
But with a proud devotion, 

For thy sake scorned to yield : 
And when no more raged battle's strife 
I flew to thee, my more than life, 
To find thee — what ? — ^another's ujife I 

Valerie ! oh, Valerie ! 

Such love for thee I've cherished, 

I cannot curse thee now ; 
But, oh, that I had perished 

Ere thou could' st break thy vow ! 
AlUiough for me life's joys are o'er, 
Gfod make thee happy as of yore — 
Aye, happier than e'er before, 

Valerie ! oh, Valerie ! 

From thee how can I sever. 

How wander forth alone. 
How part from thee /or ever, 

Once mine — my very own ! 
But part we must — the die is cast ; 
One farewell kiss, it is the last ; 
We cannot now recall the past, 

Valerie ! oh, Valerie ! 
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Oh, little monntam streamlet, 

Kow standing by thy side, 
I watch thy tiny wayelets, 

Flow on to join the tide, 
And long that all my sottowb 

I might oonfide to thee, 
And thou upon thy bosom 

Wonld bear them to the sea — 
Wonld bear them to the sea stream, 

Wonld bniy ache and smart, 
Take eVry grief away, stream. 

And fill with joy my heart. 

Fd tell to thee the story 

Of how, long years ago. 
That heart from height of rapture 

Was cast to depths of woe : 
Of how the one who whispered 

The old, old tale to me. 
Had left me here in sorrow. 

With none to hear bnt Ihee — 
With none to hear bnt thee, stream, 

The story of my grief — 
Oh, bear it far away, stream. 

And give my heart relief! 

Fd tell thee of the gladness 

With which I heard each yow ; 
rd tell thee of the kisses 

Fast showered on my brow ; 
Fd speak of eyes whose love light 

Was all the world to me. 
Of eyes wherein those glances 

I never more shall see — 
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life's rabk. 



I neyer more shall see, stream, 

'Till spirits soar above, 
And mine might meet the holder 

Of all my earthly love. 

Oh, little mountain streamlet, 

Would thou could'st hear my pray'r, 
And all my weary sorrows 

Upon thy wavelets bear, 
And cast them off for ever 

Beneath the deep blue sea, 
So peace, hope, joy, and pleasure 

Might once more come to me— 
Might once more come to me, stream. 

With freedom from all woe, 
Forgetfulness of love, stream. 

That perished long ago. 



life's SarL 

We launched our bark, love, you and I, 

On Life's sweet sunny morning ; 
No cloudlets crossed our future's sky. 

To give us timely warning : 
Our hearts were light and full of joy, 

We could not see the reason. 
Why life should not for both of us 

Be one long Summer's season. 

Our bark sped on, but, oh, too soon. 
We felt Life's ocean heaving ; 

Wave after wave washed over us. 
And left our hearts sore, grieving : 
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We did not rink beneath them, lore, 
But brared the stormy weather ; 

And yonder looms the shore, dear lore, 
Where we will land together. 

Our storm-tossed bark rides gently now, 

We know, by His commanding^ 
And that He'll guide us safely on 

To the eternal UnHing : 
And when, dear wife, we're resting there, 

Oh, may the pow*r be giyen. 
To help the dear ones striving here 

Find anchorage in Heaven ! 



%]ian art Pine. 

Thou art mine, thou art mtne, 

And I will not resign 
What turns for me earth into heaven ; 

No, I never will part 

With that joy of my heart, 
Thy love vows for lifetime have given. 

Enow the glorious son 

His whole day's course must ran ; 
When he brightens the east in the morning, 

What confasion 'twould be. 

Should he sink in the sea. 
Leaving us in the dark without warning. 

Like the sun to the day 
With his luminous ray. 
So thou to my life will be ever; 
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Its warmth and its light, 
Making donds e*en look bright, 
Think'st thon from such bliss I can sever ? 

By this fond kiss I swear 

I will shield thee from care, 
From all that approaches a sorrow ; 

Undimmed by thy tears 

Shalt be Life's fdtore years, 
And blighter shall dawn ey^ morrow. 

Time, thine hair's snnny flow, 

And thy cheek's rosy glow, 
And the youth from thy limbs will be stealing ; 

But the silyer of age, 

life's most glorious page, 
Will (in love's changeless truth) be revealing. 

Thou art mine, thou art mtiM, 

And I will not resign. 
The joy to my soul thou hast given ; 

I will keep by thy side. 

Whatsoever betide, 
Love's chains but by death shall be riven. 



I SAT me down by a river. 
And chanted a dreary lay, 

Of joys that had fled for ever. 
Of years that had passed away. 

" Come back ! '* in passionate accents, 
I sung in my sad refrain ; 
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'* Back, back I " a voice in the distance 

Echoed again and again ; 
Until I conld almost fancy 

That £Edries had used some wile, 
To place ns as once we rested 

On Tiyoli's dear old stile. 

So solemnly winds were sighing, 

And swiftly the brown leaves fell ; 
For Nature herself was dying, 

And this was her sad farewell : 
But what recked we of her sorrow. 

We saw it not rightly then ; 
For we knew a bright to-morrow 

Would beam on Nature again : 
That many a sunny season 

Would come with the coming years ; 
We likened our lives to Summer, 

And thought not of sighs or tears. 

But thou, love, art calmly sleeping. 

And I am left here alone, 
Wearily, bitterly, weeping. 

And longing for thee, mine own. 
Once more are the sad winds sighing, 

As singing my sad refrain, 
I'm watching the leaves fall dying, 

For Autumn has come again. 
Ah, linger a short time, darling. 

Thou wilt not have long to wait ; 
My spirit, weary of earth-life, 

Will joiQ thee at Heaven's gate ! 
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Sweet pity, we are told, is next akin to loye : 

Then giye it me the ancient proyerVs truth to proye ; 

Express it by some gentle word now and again, 

Some fleeting glanoe whose sweetness shall assuage my pain. 

Think of me as of one in brightest climate reared, 

To whom life through its luxuries had grown endeared ; 

As one from all those luxuries at once cast forth. 

Friendless to braye the icy rigour of the North. 

For, oh, thy love was warmth, and wealth of worlds to me — 

Its loss the wildest of life's stormy griefs must be. 

They tell me, Bobbie, that thy soul had known no thought 

That was not with the deepest greed of pleasure fraught, 

And that without one single care for pain or cost 

That pleasure must be wholly thine, though souls were lost. 

And it was thine through wildest worship of my heart 

(They say 'tis still through eVry anguished pain and smart). 

Oh, Bobbie, prove it is not so. Tes, let me see 

That though thy love hath died thou yet canst pity me ; 

That though another holds the place I once called mine, 

I even yet can claim one gentle thought of thine. 

Lone, dark and dreary, love, to me Life's future lies, 
Now that I know 'twill be unlighted by thine eyes, 
Uncheered by words whose very tones were music sweet, 
A longed-for music which mine ear no more will greet. 
Bobbie, Bobbie, how couldest thou, my love, believe ; 
That worship such as mine for thee could e'er deceive ? 
Did'st thou not feel my love for thee was life and breath. 
And could not die until my heart lay cold in death P 
Thus was it ever, darling, and still thus must be ; 
80 though thy love has passed away, yet pity me. 
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Tell me why you made me love you, 
Why you merged in yours my soul, 

Why you made my heart surrender 
EVry thought to your control ? 

Tell me why you swore I only 
Life's best gift to you could prove — 

That 'twould not be worth the living 
Lest I crowned it with my love ? 

Tell me why you showered kisses. 

Tender kisses, on my brow ; 
All the while so fondly breathing — 

" You will e'er be dear as now ? " 

Tell me why, when you had won me, 
When each thought was all your own, 

Kisses grew more rare, less tender. 
And life's song you turned to moan P 

Tell me why, when in love's accents 
Low I breathed each trembling fear. 

You could have the heart to answer, 
" Now another's grown more dear P " 

Tell me why ! — but, oh, my darling, 
This the hardest thing to ask. 

Help me by one little whisper. 
Help me to complete my ta^k. 

Tell me why ! this is the question — 
Answer from your inmost heart 

After all that passed between us. 
How your conscience let us part P 
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UOST, 



But m<i*l>iTiW the truest answer 
To each question this wOI prorey 

Toms was only wildest passion, • 
Whilst my own was deepest lore. 



S0St 

THE MANIACrS 80NG. 

I CAsnroT find him, thongh I thought he slept 

The sleep of weariness heneath jon tree ; 
Tye seardied heneath its hooghs, in sorrow wept. 

And called—in Tain, he will not answer me. 
And yet I know we parted 'neath the hloom 

Of chestnots fair, whose fragrant hreath was tost 
"By wanton hreezes through the eren's gloom ; 

The hlossoms still remain, bat he is lost ; 

Yes, he, my lore, my life, is lost, is lost ! 

m wander Luther, for he nsed to lore 

The oool green mosses, decking fury how'rs. 
The soft song chanted hy the cooing dore. 

The wood's fur gems Spring's honnie bri^ii-hued flowers. 
I know not if he cared for babbling brook. 

Or roshing, boonding moontain torrent most ; 
They still ran on, for I hare been to look, 

Bnt by their side he roams not He is lost : 

Yes, he, my lore, my life, is lost, is lost ! 

Ah, yet, metfainks, my 'wOdeied brain mnst dream, 

Kot to remember the bright hinghing sea, 
Upon whose bosom Bobete oft hath been. 

Upon whose shore (glad thonght) he yet mi^ be. 
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Alas, I see him not, the sea is here, 

And still the grandeur which he loved can hoast ! 
Bat he, of all the world most cared for, dear. 

Has ceased to wander hy its waves. — ^Is lost ! 

Yes, he, my love, my life, is lost, is lost ! " 

Fate, t^U me, is it moments, days, or years, 
Since we two parted 'neath the chestnut's bloom ? 

Say, has time passed unseen for blinding tears. 
Which tears have turned life's day to night's deep gloom ? 

It must be so ; for o'er my once smooth brow. 
Instead of golden curls, gray locks are tost. 

And though I have been crazy, clearly now 
I see him waiting me. No longer lost, 
I come, my love, my life, my long, long lost ! 



Oh, tell me, gentle breezes. 

Have you come from o'er the sea. 

And brought the smallest message 
Prom my lover back to me ? 

Knows he, beside the ocean, 
How I pace in ceaseless pain. 

Praying to the little wavelets 
But to bear him back again ? 

They said it drove me crazy. 

When they told me he was dead ; 

That billows rough were surging 
High above his bonnie head. 
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But, breezes, gentle breezes, 
Speed ye back, and whisper low, 

Such words Fm not believing — 
They could never serve him so. 

The ocean, with its treasures, 
With its stores so rich and rare, 

My noble-hearted darling 
In its might could surely spare. 

m wait, and then if ever 
My prayers should answered be, 

I'll tell you all about it — 
Oh ye breeze from off the sea ! 



Ah ! only a little word, 'tis true ! 

But what in that word must lie. 
When its sound bids joy, and peace, and hope. 

In a woman's heart to die ! 
When bells, instead of a joyful clang, 

Have naught but a wailing moan ; 
Or they seem to shriek, " Break, fond heart, break, 

Jle has left thee all alone — 

Yes, left thee all, all alone ! " 

What of tJte word when the lark on high, 

Loud singing his joyous song, 
Changes his note to a sob and sigh. 

As Tier heart with mem'ries throng ! 
The carol that oft in olden times 

Around her a spell had thrown. 
Had ceased to rejoice — ^had changed its voice. 

When ?ie left her all alone — 

In the cold, cold world alone. 
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Agam, whien the sunny Summer wayes 

like a laughing, childish hand, 
Tumhle, and toss, and merrily roah 

To play on the golden sand — 
What of the word, when its mighty pow'r 

Has tamed the laugh to a groan, 
And the wayes rush in with a mighty din 

Of the word " Alone ! alone ! — 

Till death thou art all alone! " 

Then, too, when the blossoms seem to droop, 
And their sweets for her haye fled, 

For an echo sad that o'er them floats 
And bows each beautiful head ; 

The breezes bear it across the lea 
In a wailing, sobbing tone : 

'< When he left thy side all beauty died, 
When he left thee all alone- 
Weeping in sadness alone ! " 

The sun shines on, and as brightly now, 

As he did in days of yore, 
But eyes that beheld his glory then, 

Will behold it neyer more ; 
For dimness across his course is laid, 

A scroll on his path is shewn. 
Which pictures a word — a dreary word, 

'Tis '^ Alone, alone, alone ! " 

That desolate word, ** Alone ! " 

The stars peep forth, and they form a crown 

O'er Nature's beautiful head ; 
To her they are eyes brimming with tears — 

Tears for the newly dead. 
And she cries aloud, '' Oh stars ! oh stars ! 

From me take a prayer Home, 
That my soul might rise to yon bright skies. 

For here I am all alone — 

Me has left me all alone ! " 
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All me ! All me 1 'Tis a simple word 
We often hear as we go, 

And hearing it, think not it might contain 
A wearisome load of woe. 

The eyes that smile and the lips that sing 
"So gnawing sorrow might own^ 

But the ache and smart still flood the heart 
Of her who is left alone- 
Betrayed, deserted, alone. 



Oh, chide me not, I cannot siog 

As in the olden time ; 
Each song sad Tisions seem to bring 

Of joys that once were mine. 
Ah me, those joys liyed years ago, 

Bnt mem'ry even now 
Becalls with bitter thrill of woe 

Each ne'er-forgotten vow. 

Ah, ask me not to sing that song 

He used to call his own ; 
Sweet kisses to the tone belong. 

Sweet moments long since flown : 
I hear again the fond request, 

" Oh sing that song for me, 
As he within her lore was blest. 

So am I blest in thee." 

I cannot help these gftftMing tears. 

They will nnbidden fall. 
Each time I think of vanished years. 

Or perished hopes recalL 



OHTDE ME NOT. 
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E'en now a vision seems to steal 

Athwart my breaking heart, 
And, mingled with sweet joy bells' peal, 

I hear the words, ** We part." 

That song, that song — ah, in its track 
What half-dead mem'ries crowd I 

My heart, as each comes rushing back. 
With anguish beats aloud. 

ril try to sing, now list to this : 
" I'm thine and only thine ! " 

Those words would always gain a kiss- 
Alas, that vanished time I 

My voice will oft-times sound in glee, 

Ring out with well-feigned mirth, 
But though the laugh belong to me. 

Still grief will give it birth. 
I would not let the world descry 

My torture, day by day ; 
I would not let it hear the sigh 

That eats my life away. 

And so I dance, and laugh, and sing ; 

Hark, now, I'll try again ; 
^* Dreams o'er my soul sweet visions fling, 

Awaking is such pain." 
E'en so to me could I but sleep. 

And never waken more, 
Forgetfulness my senses steep, 

Oh, love, my griefs were o'er ! < 

But no, the sun will rise and sink, 

The world go on its way ; 
Nor from life's battle must I shrink. 

But flght it day by day. 



M 



162 '^hesb'b the bobs!" 



Aye, fight it with a woman's pride, 
A woman's ontraged lieart, 

Bat if I sing not oeaae to chide, 
I cannot sing, " We part" 



80NQ. 

Hebe's the rose yon gave me, Bobbie, 
Bat its beaaty all has fled ; 

Like year love its leaves have withered- 
Here's the rose, bat it is dead ! 

Oh, the dawning of the warning 
That apon my senses lay. 

When I sighing watched the dying 
Of year love-gift day by day ! 

Here's the rose yoa gave me, Bobbie, 

Bat a heap of faded leaves, 
Thoagh a fragrance floats above them. 

And a loving mem'ry weaves. 
Oh, the dawning of the warning 

That apon my senses lay. 
When I sighing watched the dying 

Of year love-gift day by day I 

Here's the rose yoa gave me, Bobbie, 

Like yoor love 'twill bloom no more ; 
Died with it my whole life's glory. 

Which no time can e'er restore. 
Oh, the dawning of the warning 

That apon my senses lay. 
When I sighing watched the dying 

Of yoar love-gift day by day I 
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It was Summer, and the roses 

Climbed each humble cottage door, 
When a baby girl was christened 

In the Church of GFuildermoor ; 
And her parents prayed their darling 

Might live long their home to share, 
So they shielded her and watched her, 

With a fond and tender care. 
And she grew in grace and beauty, 

like the fabled sylphs of yore. 
Till the Tillage people called her 

The sweet Rose of Guildermoor. 

Oh, the years are eye passing, 

And they will not pause awhile, 
E'en to list to wails of sorrow, 

Or to note a monarch's smile ; 
So the foolish girl to woman 

In the passing time had grown, 
But the innocence of childhood 

With her childhood's years had flown. 
So bright gem-decked riches wooed her. 

And a prize from out Fate's store 
She (in thought) had drawn. Then vanished 

The sweet Rose of Guildermoor. 

It was Winter in the city. 

And the snow lay cold and bright, 
Decking houses, churches, steeples 

In a robe of dazzling white ; 
When a young girl, worn and weary, 

Hurried to the river's brink. 
She was lonely and deserted. 

So she never paused to think. 



But with one wfld cry of " Mother ! " 
Hunged she wildly from the shore, 

And the murky Thames rolled over 
The sweet Rose of Ghiildermoor. 

Now return we to the Tillage, 

In the Summer-time again. 
When the flowers in their glory 

Deck each yalley, hill, and plain ; 
See a man is calmly resting 

On an ancient meadow stile 
But his eyes are sunken, heavy, 

And his face devoid of smile : 
Hark ! He murmurs, ** Oh, my darling, 

life for me is almost o'er ! " 
And a shot avenged for ever 

The sweet Rose of Guildermoor. 
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TvE been seeking for thee, darling. 

Where the rocky shadows play, 
Where the wavelets midst the pebbles 

And the sea- weeds toss their spray ; 
And in the solemn music 

Of the mighty ocean's roar, 
I heard the words, " For ever — 

Aye, for ever, evermore." 

I've been seeking for thee, darling. 
Where the forest warblers sing, 

And the azure tinted bluebells 
Softly whisper of the Spring. 
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To me their sweet, sweet music 

But recalled those days of yore, 
When in their midst I listened 

To those words, " For evermore." 

I've been seeking for thee, darling, 

By the little streamlet's side, 
Where in years gone by yon whispered, 

" Miron, be my own sweet bride : 
Thon'rt life's one love, my darling, 

Listen, listen, I implore ; 
As now I love thee, dearest, 

I shall love for evermore" 

I've been seeking for thee, darling, 

But I know my quest is vain, 
Thou hast left me for another. 

And will never come again : 
Lost, Bobbie — lost to Miron, 

'Till upon that happy shore 
We meet and dwell together, 

Love, for ever, evermore. 
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SONG. 

OcHOinB, ochone, me heart's all gone, 

'Tis lost for iver, shure ; 
But yisterday 'twas ta'en away 

By Kate o' Cowley Moor. 
That wicked eye, that glance so sly. 

That archly beaming smile, 
Gould you but see, you'd own with me 

Must iVry heart beguile. 



Her charms begin with dimpled chin^ 

With dainty rosebnd lips ; 
Which seem to say, " Across our way 

There lies life's swatest sips." 
Her gonldenhair, I do declare, 

Is netted sonshine, shnre ; 
And tiny feet, like reindeers fleet, 

Has Kate o' Cowley Moor. 

Twill be me aim her love to gain. 

Or what will life be worth, 
Without my arm can shield from harm 

The brightest gem of earth P 
Oehone, ochone, me heart's all gone, 

'Tb lost for iver, shnre ; 
But yisterday 'twas ta'en away, 

By Kate o' Cowley Moor. 



I sAlTX wandered far from thy side, my lore, 

And I miss thee — oh, so much ! 
I miss the glance of thy bright hlne eye. 

And I miss thy loving tooch. 

I am numng amidst the gay, my love ; 

Thev^s theatre, concert, boll; 
But oil, for a sig^t of thy darling fiiee 

I woold gjadly give them all ! 

I amaoD^t, and flattered, and wooed, lay loffB, 
By tiie thonghtlesB, gay, and fiee ; 

But tliey cannot draw for a moment^a spmee 
My mem'ry away from Mee. 
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I dose mine eyes but to see, my love, 

With a wildy-throbbing heart, 
Thy loving orbs oyer-shadowed with gloom. 

As they watch the train depart. 

But I'm weary, and soon shall return, my love ; 

I cannot long linger here ; 
This busiest town is a wilderness, 

For the sake of the one so dear. 

With passionate yearning yearn I, my love, 

Once again thine hand to touch, 
And the music sweet of thy voice to hear — 

I miss thee, miss thee so much I 



i»a(t^£ t\ast Maths asm, M^* 

Beeathe those words again, Mary, 

So simple though they be. 
No music sweeter, rarer. 

Was ever breathed to me. 
Oh, may they in the future. 

Fall on no ear but mine ; 
Those little words, *< I love thee, 

And I am only thine ! " 

Breathe those words again, Mary, 

By yonder star above, 
Thou'lt ding to me, me only, 

Thou'lt make me life's one love. 
Did'st know but half how fondly 

I'll ever ding to thee, 
Ko thought of thine would wander, 

No wish be fedse to me. 
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Breathe those words again, Mary, 

And turn on me those eyes ; 
Within whose depths of aznre 

My life's best sunshine lies. 
Hear me thy fond tows echo, 

'* Ere ceasing to be thine, 
The flow'rs must cease to blossom. 

And son must cease to shine." 

Breathe those words again, Mary, 

Those words so soft and low — 
" "We'll love each other truly. 

As through this life we go ! " 
In calm or stormy weather. 

My arm shall shield thee, love ; 
Until we land together 

On yon bright shore above. 
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Was it a dream that yesternight 

I saw distinctly, clearly. 
The one who is my whole life's light, 

The one I love so dearly ? 
And that he spoke in whispers low. 

The while my cold hand pressing, 
The dear old words of long ago— 

The oft repeated blessing P— 
* * God bless you ! " 

Was it a dream that once, once more. 

To me the joy was given 
Of meeting glances that of yore 

Made earth for me a heaven P 



That as his eyes gazed into mine 
They spoke true love's caressing, 

And seemed to echo back the chime 
Of that low murmured blessing ? — 
" God bless you ! " 

Was it a dream, that music sweet 

Around me seemed to hover, 
As, half afraid his glance to meet, 

I listened to my lover ? 
It was no dream, so grief took flight, 

Before his tone's caressing. 
And joy came back to me last night, 

With my true lover's blessing, 
" God bless you ! " 



80NQ. 

I GAZE upon the strings, which to me are living things, 

And methinks amidst their murmurs I can ev'ry word descry : 
Oh, listen to that moan, it is '' Come to me, mine own, 

I am sitting here in anguish, love, to watch our baby die." 
Ohy the voices of the wires, the working, busy wires ! 

Do you ever hear them, citizen, upon a Summer's day P 
As time you blithely pass, lolling in the scented grass. 

Do you listen to the telegraph, and know what it would say P 

Hark ! now with festive glee, it is whispering to me. 
And these are the words it carries on in swift and tireless 
flight: 

" Come quickly, all of you, Minnie, John, and Harold too, 
For we have a jolly party here — A ball to-morrow night !" 
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Oh, the Toioes of the wires, the working, busy wires ! 

Do you ever hear them, citizen, upon a Summer's day ? 
As time yon blithely pass, lolling in the scented grass, 

Do yon listen to the telegraph, and know what it would say? 

'T has changed its notes again, and I hear, with deepest pain, 

Of an accident that's happened — it might be upon the line ; 
The wires they tremble still, with those messages of ill, 

That will lade with grief and sorrow many hearts this 
Summer-time. 
Oh, the voices of the wires, the working, busy wires I 

Do yon ever hear them, citizen, upon a Summer's day ? 
As time you blithely pass, lolling in the scented grass. 

Do you listen to the telegraph, and know what it would say ? 

We're thankful for the boon, that can carry thought so soon ; 

But oh, little do we ponder, as we watch the wires yibrate, 
That quicker than the blast, there's a message rushing past. 

That will carry joy or sorrow to the humble or the great* 
Oh, the voices of the wires, the working, busy wires ! 

Do you ever hear them, citizen, upon a Summer's day ? 
As time you blithely pass, lolling in the scented grass, 

Do you listen to the telegraph, and know what it would say ? 



Wb'be bidding it good bye, dear wife, 

We must no longer stay. 
For the old farm is another's — 

From us 't has passed away. 

We here have dwelt together, Kate, 
Well-nigh on three-score years. 

Which have been mostly happy ones. 
Though sometimes marked with cares. 



THE OLD 7AB1£H0USE. I7l 

In yonder room sweet Nell was bom, 

'Neath yonder trees she played ; 
But she has left us long ago, 

To sleep beneath their shade. 

'Twas here onr Eatie saw the light, 

Full twenty years ago ; 
She, too, has gone away, dear wife, 

But where we do not know. 

It is onr greatest grief, my love, 

Bnt we can only pray. 
That God will guard our erring one 

Wherever she might stray. 

There's Stuart still is left us, wife, 

Our blessing and our joy. 
And we'd always meant to leave, wife. 

The old farm for our boy. 

Still God has willed it othervdse, 

And 'neath His will we bend ; 
Nor do we doubt the graciousness 

Of our Almighty Friend. 

We've climbed life's hill together, love, 

With age our forms are bent : 
It cannot matter where, dear love, 

Our last few years are spent. 

But still it is with heavy hearts 

We take a last farewell. 
Of the old Farmhouse so dear, and 

The grave of little NelL 
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There is music in the brooklet, 

As it gambols 'neath the trees ; 
There is music, sweetest music, 

In the murmur of the breeze ; 
There is music, deepest, grandest, 

In the rolling of the wave. 
As it rushes, dashes, crashes 

O'er the sailor's lonely grave ; 
But the music of thy voice, love, 

Is more sweet by far to me. 
Than the ripple of the brooklet. 

Or the dashing of the sea. 

There is beauty in the sunshine, 

There is beauty in the show'rs ; 
There is beauty in the mountains. 

There is beauty in the flow'rs ; 
There is beauty, solemn beauty, 

In the glist'ning midnight skies. 
When the bright stars glint and sparkle, 

Like a throng of angels' eyes ; 
But to me there is no beauty. 

In all England's bonnie isle. 
Like thine own sweet sunny face, love, 

And thy gentie, winning smile. 

Oh, then wonder not, my dearest, 

I would claim thee for my own, 
I would have thy tongue's rich music 

Fall upon mine ear alone ! 
'Twas thy beauty first enslaved me, 

Other beauty far above ; 
But it was thy goodness^ darling. 

And that only made me love. 
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Skfy cnae xbj Tepnn^iesy my svvetest ; 

WI1T tell me aiT nel^es baT« paid 
Tlie pnce <rf thy sUtaesqTie beaatr. 

Mj peoksstf bnntiful madd ? 

I kncfv tibat A« ^vooed thee, my dariin^; 

I hste him— «ye, e'en to this day. 
For yoa Iotc him — ^yon loTe him — «y 

Oh, must it he «rrr so? Say. 

TSs useless, mine own, thus nphiaiding, 

The past will letnm nerer more; 
BTor bring hack the dark liandsome loTet 

Thy motilier dismissed as too poor, 

JloTe thee, my darling, I lore thee; 

Far dearer art thou than my life; 
Tongue oonld not my joy l)e expressing 

Each time that I title thee wife. 



174 



LAITRIE. 



Nay, turn not away, love, thus coldly, 
Full light wedlock's fetters shall lie ; 

But, Laurie, I'd have thee remember 
I'm thine, and none owns thee but I, 

The costliest gems shall bedeck thee ; 

Thy home is both lordly and fair ; 
And I will be lowliest vassal 

Delighted to wait on thee there. 

And all I will seek for my guerdon 
"Will be but the sweet sunny smile. 

With which thou rewardest the meanest 
To whom thou giVst trouble or toil." 

In vain was the husband's petition. 
He could not her sorrow remove ; 

Like a bird in its bright gilded prison, 
She pined for her dark handsome love. 

Alone for long hours she would wander, 
Her beautiful gardens among ; 

Nor heed the sweet scent of the flowers, 
Nor hear the bird's exquisite song. 

She'd cry in her passionate anguish, 
" Return, oh my darling, to me, 

I'd cast aside riches and jewels, 
Thine own as in past time to be. 

Come back to the heart that is breaking. 
Come back, and whatever betide, 

The fate that once severed us, darling,. 
Shall tear me no more from thy side. 

The man who has bought me is loathsome, 
And her I call mother I hate ; 

She sold me to gem bedecked splendouri 
To reign in this desolate state." 
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g S^fojela* 



" Come, look at my gems," said a lady to me ; 

" Such diamonds, surely, you never did see ! " 

I never had seen such. They glittered and shone, 

Whilst spreading them out in the glare of the sun. 

My eyes ached with looking. I wondered if she 

Could wear them, and still could their hrilliancy see. 

If so, I felt sure that her pleasure they'd spoil — 

Too much of one thing becomes always a toil. 

Then taking them up, she laid each in its bed, 

And turning to me, in deep pity she said, 

** I'm sorry for you, with no jewels like these 

To put on and look at whenever you please ; 

There's nothing to pleasure gives half as much zest, 

As seeing none else at a ball so well drest." 

I turned to her quickly, my face fall of glee ; 

" Come hasten," I said, " to my cottage with me. 

I own that your jewels are brilliant and rare. 

But mine you'll allow are more beauteously fair." 

As onward we walked, just to while away time, 

We talked of these exquisite jewels of mine. 

At last we reached home. " Here," said I, " are my pearls ; " 

And I brought to her sight my four beautiful girls ! 

In amazement she viewed each fairy-like gem. 

And turning to me, questioned — " Did you mean them ?" 

I answered her, '^ Yes ; Gk>d has given me these, 

To look at and fondle whenever I please ; 

To be my companions^h, exquisite bliss ! — 

To give love for love, and to give kiss for kiss. 

I know that your jewels are brilliant and rare. 

But mine you must own are more beauteously fair ; 

Yours might slip from your grasp at Fortune's dread frowiiy 

But mine I might look for as gems in His crown !" 
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We ask, why shewest thon thy greatest beauty last P 
Is it that we should think with fond regret, 

Of friends, of love, of hopes long buried in the past, 
Whose mem'ry only lingers with us yet P 

Of friends, who whilst they mingled with us day by day. 
Failed in our eyes to shew their priceless worth, 

It only shining out for us when they 
Went forth for ever from this weary earth ? 

But thou may'st beam upon us yet again, oh Sun, 

Our loTed ones too in majesty will rise. 
When earth is chaos ; when He says thy race is run ; 

And naught remains save life beyond the skies. 



J^aorjefojell, bttt wot fox tbtx. 

Bat, mother, is he coming. 
Draw back the blind again ; 

Say, must my dying prayer 
Be yain, be all in Tain ! 

I only want to see him. 
To press once more his hand. 

Ere bidding you farewell, dear, 
For yonder far-off land. 

Vm weary, mother, weary. 
And would not Unger here ; 

Although I love you dearly, 
Tet he was far more dear. 

And now he calls another 
His own, his cherished wife ; 

For me there's naught to gladden 
This sad and lonely life. 
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I'm Sony, mother, darling, 

To leave you here alone, 
Bat some time you will join me 

In yonder happy home. 

I only want to loiter 
A few short moments o'er, 

To say good bye to Royston, 
Though not for evermore. 

Now raise me up, my mother, 
That I might see the lane, 

Through which dear Boy will hasten 
Once more to me again. 

As I am dying, mother, 

It is no sin to prize 
The thought of once more gazing 

Into his sunny eyes. 

To hear his voice, so gentle. 

Will be my latest joy ; 
God bless and make him happy. 

My noble*hearted Boy. 

List, mother, list a moment I 
The gate— I heard it click : 

" 'Tis he I " my fond heart whispers, 
Go fetch him, bring h^m \ — Quick ! 

Draw nearer, Royston, nearer. 

The light is almost gone ; 
Gfo, leave us, mother, darling, 

I'd speak with him alone. 

A last good bye, dear Boyston, 

Is all that I would say ; 
And hope you might be happy, 

When I am far away. 
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Oh &ir, and sweet, and gentle, 

la she, your bonnie wife ; 
The treasure God haa given 

To bless your road through life. 

Please give her this for me, dear — 
Nay, take it, do not start ! — 

'Twas your first gift to me, Roy, 
This little crystal heart. 

I know that Mora Cashel 
Will prize this lock of hair, 

And more the bright-f aoed portrait 
That's e'er been treasured there. 

She wiU not look upon it 

As pledge of former loye, 
Bnt only as a mem'ry 

Of one who dwells aboye. 

Oh, Boy, when Summer blossoms 
Shall throw their fragrance round, 

Shew Mora where I'm resting 
Beneath some humble mound ! 

Might be she'll drop a tear. Boy, 
To girlish friendship true ; 

But she will neyer fancy 
That friend had died for you. 

Farewell, but not for ever ; 

When life for you is past, 
May He who calls me now, dear. 

Unite us at the last ! 

'Tis growing darker — dark — er : 
They call — oh, joy ! oh, joy ! 

Death comes to part us, darling, 
But not for e — ^ver — Boy. 
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Go on onr way with strength hraced np anew 

In knowledge that we've commnned each with each, 
In heart, and soul, and thought for ever true. 

That loye hrings its reward, its precepts teach ; 
What it will hring to as, God knows — ^not we ; 

But hope shall whisper to our spirits dear, 
Life's brightest days are left for us to see. 

E'en as night's darkest hours proclaim mom near. 
Farewell, Robere ! Nay, dash those drops asid^I 

What, weep ! A man I I have no tears to shed. 
Ah, look not so I I meant not, love, to chide. 

Perchance I envied, for my heart seems dead. 
I would away ; haste, haste, unhand me now ! 

Strength is o'er taxed, I thought that I could bear. 
Nay, kiss no more I Each touch upon my brow 

My very heart-strings seem to rend and tear. 
Look ! look ! the sun is gone ; sunk 'neath the wave, 

Peaceful as child upon its mother's breast ; 
Bat oh, remember that he marks the grave 

Where we will cast our daily grief — and rest I 
Once more, farewell I Ah, stay I 'tis better so : 

I'd bear that picture of thee m mine heart — 
Those pleading eyes ; those lips that £rame '' Don't go ;" 

I answer thee, ^' Oh, love, aouh cannot part ! " 



Oh butterfly and birdie. 

Oh leaves upon yon tree. 
Oh breezes as ye wander 

Across the heaving sea I 
I love to watch your beauty, 

I love to feel your touch, 
For Nature's true and loyal, 

And only she is such. 
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She brings the boimie flowers, 

She brings the birdie's yoioe, 
She brings the oooling showers 

That make onr hearts rejoioe ; 
Her yearly promise given. 

She well knows how to keep, 
Brings sunshine straight £rom heaveni 

In beauty earth to steep. 

We watch that beauty Tanish, 

We watch the floVrs decay, 
We watch the Winter banish 

The Summer's golden ray. 
Still, 'tis but Nature calling 

Her promise to unfold. 
By to our land recalling 

The season she foretold. 

Though snow-drifts light the gloaming, 

Though winds are bleak and drear, 
We knew that they were coming, 

'Tis Nature's promise here ; 
Spring buds with Tcrdure swelling. 

And Summer's blossoms sweet. 
Are all of her foretelling, 

As seasons quickly fleet. 

Could Nature's silent preaching 

But touch the human mind, 
TruWa faultless beauty teaching. 

What joy for all m£mkind ! 
For those of us who've striven, 

With heart, and mind, and soul, 
To earn some promise given. 

Make it our future's goal. 
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And when almost overtaken. 

We find our labour Tain, 
life's hopes onr hearts forsaken, 

Life's work to do again ; 
For thoughtless words onoe spoken, 

For heedless promise made, 
Life's brightest links are broken. 

Life's sunshine tnmed to shade. 

So as through life we wander, 

Let* s pause awhile and think, 
On wonld-be promise ponder. 

Ere we hare crossed its brink ; 
Not heedlessly cause sorrow. 

By unkept word or look, 
But striye sweet truth to borrow 

From Nature's silent book. 



WivA jchu it bt? 

Oh, the sunshine is bright, so bright to-day, 

And the roses are blossoming fair ; 
The bird's song is sounding so gay, so gay. 

Sweetest perfume is loading the air ; 
Each face I look at seems happy and glad. 

And so merry rings laughter and song ; 
But my heart, alas ! is heavy and sad, 

And for me time rolls heavily on. 
Ho ! ho ! heigh-ho ! now, now what can it be ? 

What is it that's going amiss ? 
Why should those faces show nothing but glee. 

Whilst nothing but sorrow marks this ? 
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Something's the matter with Nature, I'm siire, 

Though my friends say 'tis only with me ; 
But where all was bright and lovely before 

Now no brightness and beauty I see. 
'Tis true the birds sing, the sweet flowers bloom, 

And the scented breeze comes o'er the field, 
But 'stead of fair pictures they're laden with gloom, 

And so nothing but gloomy thoughts yield. 
Ho ! ho ! heigh-ho ! now, now what can it be P 

What is it that's going amiss ? 
Why should those faces shew nothing but glee, 

Whilst nothing but sorrow marks this P 

Can it be Johnny has taken with him 

All the beauties of mountain and stream, 
Nature to deaden the city's harsh din. 

Leaving me but its beautiful dream P 
If so, 'twill return when Johnny comes back. 

For he says that whatever betide. 
That following close in roses' sweet track 

Shall be fair orange blooms of a bride. 
Ho ! ho ! heigh-ho ! now that's what it must be, 

I've found out now what is amiss : 
When Johnny comes back those faces' bright glee 

Will soon be reflected in this. 



3^0 mg l^art* 

Why murmur, oh rebellious heart. 

Why be ye not at rest ; 
With that one thought wilt thou not part 

To soothe my aching breast P 
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Why should hia image linger where 

No dwelling would it claim P 
Oh, oast it forth, nor treasure there 

One vestige of Love's flame. 

Still, still thy beating, why thus thirst 

For one, but one dear smile P 
Why bound as though the bands must burst 

That hold thee to thy toil ? 
Why dwell with anguish on the time 

When thou to him wert dear, 
When ev'ry thought of his would chime 

With that to thee most near P 

Oh, weary, aching heart, know this ; 

Thy woes are naught to him ; 
Couldst thou have known his first dear kiss 

Thy sorrows would begin. 
Then ne'er his lips had touched this brow. 

Nor hand touched hand of mine ; 
^Thou should' st as then be free : e'en now 

Sweet peace should have been thine. 

But never more — ah ! never more, 

Shalt thou that peace regain ; 
Thou canst not banish thoughts of yore, 

Nor kill one jot of pain ; 
For Fate hath said, " This is thy doom I " 

Thy love shall never die. 
Till heart shall moulder 'neath the tomb. 

And soul shall rise on high. 



®lg, bsmlh J cauJii itojell for tbtt tott]^ t|^jeje I 

Oh mennaid, who dwelleth in ooral oaves, 
Far under the dash of the foaming waves, 
Whose life is from sorrow of mortals free, 
Oh, would I could dwell for ever with thee ! 

I stand on the brink of the shore to-night, 
Watching the shiver of silvery light 
That the moonbeams cast on the heaving sea — 
Oh, would I could dwell for ever with thee ! 

I can see thine home in my fancy's eye, 
The spoils of the ocean that round thee lie. 
But brighter than thought must their glories be — 
Oh, would I could dwell for ever with thee ! 

Long years pass o'er thee, and never a care 
Can touch thee, oh maid of the golden hair ; 
Thy life glides along 'midst laughter and glee, 
Oh, would I could dwell for ever with thee I 

To-night I'm longing with sorrowful heart 
From earth and its wearisome griefs to part. 
To bury myself in depths of the sea — 
Oh, would I could dwell for ever with thee ! 

Fallen for aye ia my idol of love. 
Fallen as meteor falls from above, 
Yaniahed is earth's greatest glory for me — 
Oh, would I could dwell for ever with thee ! 

Methinks even now midst dash of the waves 
Thy voice sings aloud, *' Oh, come to our caves ! " 
So from earth's sorrows I hasten to flee— 
Oh, mermaid, I come for ever to thee ! 

JExit off the stage of life. 
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%tmu ia "^n §mhm'ti. 

It was almost in my cliildhood 
That you won me for your bride, 

And you swore to love me dearly 
Wliatsoever might betide. 

I was all alone and friendless, 
But a plaything in your sight ; 

And although I did not love you, 
I strove hard to do the right. 

You were tender, kind, and gentle, 
For four pleasant, happy years ; 

Then a dark cloud fell between us. 
And my smiles were turned to tears. 

Oh, the weary, weary moments. 

When I only longed to die ; 
When the years went dragging onwards- 

Years which once had seemed to fly. 

How I strove to draw you backwards — 
But in vain. I watched you sink — 

Yes, I watched you bow — a subject 
To that cursdd monarch. Drink, 

Aye, you sacrificed your children, 
And you gave up stainless truth, 

When you tried to drag me downwards 
In the glory of my youth. 

But I bore it for those treasures 
Which my God had given me, 

'Till all human patience ended, , 
And so made me what you see. 



Just a careless, hopeless woman, 
With no single aim in life, 

With a husband's title broken, 
To claim duty from the wife. 

Aye, the bridal links were severed- 
Dashed asunder by that blow ; 

You stmck me once — oh, coward ! 
Would a man have acted so P 



You forgot I was no maiden, 
Such as poet writes and sings, 

But a woman, through whose bosom 
Coursed the blood of ancient kings. 

Yes, a woman whom the people, 
Did they know that she was nigh, 

Would soon rally round in thousands, 
To restore her rights, or die. 

Think you, husband — think one moment, 
Would the creature I portray. 

Be a slave, and swear the driver 
To love, honour, and obey ! 

She would scorn to tell the falsehood. 
Though her life should pay ; for No 

She would answer as I answer — 
Duty perished with that blow ! 
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tim an t^t iratJ^ o( a gubavaUtt §00. 



" DON." 



Good bye, old friend, so it must be, 
No more long walks for you and me ; 
No more amidst the fern and beatber 
Sball we go searcb for birds together. 
Aye, they may rest in peace for you. 
My trusty friend, so tried and true ; 
For heavy lies the falling dew 
Upon your grave. 

Good bye, old friend, I'll not forget, 
Nor cease to mourn with deep regret, 
That all our fun and frolic's over. 
Our brush through turnips, beans, and clover, 
Where often, when the mom was dark, 
We have together roused the lark, 
That, startled by your joyous bark, 
Its first note gave. 

Gk)od bye, old friend, your vacant place 
Will greet another of your race. 
Who'll fetch my stick from out the river ; 
But as I watch my lips will quiver 
To think that you are gone for aye ; 
No more to work, no more to play ; 
Oh ! sad for me this weary day 
That you should die. 

Good bye, old friend, whatever we love 
Seems first frt)m out our path to move ; 
A horse, a dog we care to cherish. 
Is sure to be the first to perish. 
Well, so it is, and such is fate. 
We all must part, some soon, some late ; 
And 80 good bye to you, old mate, 
A last good bye. 
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%]!t %zitm of t^u SCemk* 

Whev daily 'midst the busy throng 

I see thy weU-loved form, 
My fond heart quivers, trembles like 

Frail vessel in a storm. 
In vain I'd pass thee calmly by, 

I dare not raise mine eyes, 
To meet the searching gaze of thine. 

So like the Sniper skies. 

The people call me cold and proud, 

They cannot see the soul 
Through which, like waves of burning fire, 

Deep passions surge and roll. 
They cannot read upon my heart, 

Deep writ in word of flame. 
Six letters which are graven there, 

The letters of thy name. 

They bum, they bum. In vain, in vain 

I strive to cast them forth : 
They cry aloud, " We're thine, we're thine, 

We're all thy life is worth ; 
For^speak we not of joyous hours. 

When life was fall of light, 
One golden, happy, glorious day. 

Where never entered night." 

'Tis true, and so I clasp them close, 

Those letters, name of thine ; 
Though love within thy heart is dead, 

It still must live in mine. 
When shades of night are falling fast. 

And pale stars faintly gleam, 
I take the walks toe used to take, 

And fondly of thee dream. 



I wander where the wavelets beat 

Upon the surf- washed shore ; 
And in their music hear thy voice 

As in those days of yore. 
The breezes blow, I feel thine hand, 

I gaze upon the skies, 
And there within the stars behold 

The love that lit thine eyes. 

Oh, canst thou gaze upon those scenes. 

And give no thought to me. 
No thought to sweet vows breathed that night, 

Beside the moon-lit sea ? 
To time, when life was one long dream 

Of bliss without alloy, 
And o'er its brilliant sun no cloud 

E'er passed to mar its joy ? 

I know not. Yet I sometimes think 

A shade of sad regret 
Floats o'er thine eyes and shows that hve 

Has not quite perished yet. 
'Tis then my heart so madly throbs, 

'Tis then I feel the flame. 
That bums, that bums those letters in. 

The letters of thy name. 



J am &axnQ far ^bm^f MMu. 

I AM going far away, Willie, 

Across the pathless sea ; 
I am leaviQg home for aye, Willie, 

And oh, I'm leaving thee. 
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For although we haye not spoken 

For 80 many weaiy years, 
Though thy dear loye tows are hroken 

And my smiles are tnmed to tears, I 

We haye daily seen each other, 

And mine eyes have sought thine own, 
For in vain I've tried to smother 

Love that still is thine alone. 
But now I am going away, Willie, 

Across the pathless sea, 
I am leaving home for aye, Willie, 

And oh, I'm leaving thee. 

Will thy thoughts to me be turning 

With one feeling of regret. 
With the slightest, faintest yearning 

That our love were living yet ; 
When the old familiar greeting, 

Though so dumb, has passed away. 
And no more shall be the meeting 

Which has blessed for me each day ; 
When the news from strangers hearing, 

That the one so dear of yore 
Gallant ship is swiftly bearing 

To a distant foreign shore ? 
For I'm going far away, Willie, 

Across the pathless sea, 
I am leaving home for aye, Willie, 

And oh, I'm leaving thee. 

Though we're parting here for ever, 

Though this meeting is the last, 
Yet no lapse of time can sever 

My memory from the past. 
And although I pray my sorrow 

Might not always be as keen, 
That some comfort I might borrow 

From each new and varied scene ; 
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Yet believe me, oh my darling, 

That my love will never die ; 
So God bless and guard thee, darling, 

And unite us by and by. 
For I'm going far away, Willie, 

Across the pathless sea, 
I am leaving home for aye, "Willie, 

And oh, I'm leaving thee. 



latt&*» ©reatt— SEaWj)(0 iarleij. 

I LOVE to watch the shadows, 

And I love to watch the light, 
That chase each other gladly 

O'er the waving barley bright. 
'Stead of the dashing ocean. 

Where so many find their graves, 
Give me the barley billows. 

Summer's bright and blithe land waves. 
Ho ! for the waving barley. 

The laughing, happy barley ! 
I love to see so wild and free 

Land's ocean — waving barley.' 

In whispers soft and gentle. 

Hark, it woos the Summer breeze ! 
Anon it shouts a greeting 

To the tall and stately trees. 
Again, like sweetest music. 

The weary traveller hears 
The singing of the barley. 

And his onward coui'se it cheers. 
Ho ! for the waving barley. 

The laughing, happy barley ! 
I love to see so wild and free 

Land's ocean — waving barley. 
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Now watch it bowing grandly 

To the blushing poppies there ; 
Sure, Heaven never gave us 

View of Nature half so fair 
As fields of waving barley ! 

Well it pictures us the sea, 
"Without its fearful dangers ; 

Then the blithe land waves for me. 
Ho ! for the waving barley, 

The laughing, happy barley I 
I love to see so wild and free 

Land's ocean — ^waving barley. 

List to tbe wild lark singing 

Loudly in yon azure skies ! 
His bed is in the barley, 

'Twas from thence I saw him rise, 
As if to take my message, 

To the Giver of the grain 
Which forms the surging billows 

Of land's rolling, tossing main. 
Ho ! for the waving barley. 

The laughing, happy barley ! 
I love to see so wild and free 

Land's ocean — waving barley. 



Wgt S^ionttst Warn, 

Shall I tell thee the hour that is sweetest and dearest, 
The hour to thy Ronald, my darling, the best P 

When the long shadows tell that the even is nearest — 
The sun in red glory has gone to his rest ; 

When the sweet forest warblers are silent and sleeping. 
And night's fiowers wake from their peaceful repose ; 

©"2 
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When the Booting breeze blowing and heavy dews weeping 
Calla fortli tho full perfume of lily and rose. 

Oh, then meet me to-night, dotting, down by the river. 
Whose banks we have trodden ao often before. 

When the moon causes shadows to gambol and quiver 
The soft, silent breast of the clear waters s'er. 

I'm afraid thou'lt forget, so I'll whisper the story 

Tlxat never grows old in its cadences sweet, 
Thongh it breatbea of no heroes or battle-woo glory — 

Speaks but of one life that is laid at thy feet ; 
For what would life be oouldst thou bid me to sever 

From thee, mine own treasure, its tenderest tie ? 
Why, the light of its beauty would perish for ever. 

And what would be left for me then but to die I 
Oh, then meet me to-night, darling, down by the river, 

Whose banks we have trodden so often before, 
When the moon eauaea shadows to gambol and qniver 

The soft, silent breast of the clear waters o'er. 

'Tifl pleasont in love's sweetest nothings to dally. 

But still I would own me a home and a wife, 
So I'll whisper to-night of that cot in the valley. 

Where with thee, my darling, I'd dream away life ; 
Where grass wotild be greener and flowers be fairer. 

If tended by one little lily-white hand, 
Of whose tender touches I too would be sharer, 

And envy no monarch that reigns in the land, 
Ob, then meet me to-night, darling, down by the river. 

Whose banks we liavo trodden so often before. 
When moon causes shadows to gambol and qniver 

The soft, silent breast of the clear waters o'er. 



CORAUE. 
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SnrG, birds on the branches. 

Sing, leaves on the trees, 
Sing, soft flowing streamlet 

And wild raging seas ; — 
Aye, sing on for ever, 

Tour song is the same, 
Re-echoing only 

My Coralie's name. 

I hear it at dawning 

Of earliest day, 
When wild larks rise trilling 

Their exquisite lay ; 
I hear it at noon-tide, 

When low at my feet 
The white wavelets whisper 

Their melody sweet. 

I hear it at even 

In songs of the breeze. 
As solemnly, sadly. 

It sings to the trees : 
Coralie, Goralie, 

It is bat of thee 
That all Nature warbles 

In sadness to me. 

Whilst sobbing my anguish, 

The stars of the night 
Look down as if pity 

Had shrouded their light ; 
As if they would whisper, 

" Oh, she of thy love 
Is waiting thy coming 

In regions above ! " 
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Coralie, Coralie, 

"Wait, wait yet awhile, 
Till slamber is given 

And rest from earth's toil : 
When no more to battle 

"With Life's stormy waye, 
I greet, oh so gladly, 

The peace of the grave. 

It will but be hiding 

The sorrow-bowed form. 
My soul, love, uprising 

Like lark in the mom. 
Shall meeti thee, shall greet thee- 

Oh, Coralie, love ! 
To part with thee never 

In regions above. 



Night's stars are beaming. 

Pale moon is gleaming, 
Marking with silver the breast of the sea ; 

"White wavelets dancing, 

Music entrancing, 
"Woos thee, my darling, to hasten with me. 

Rise from thy pillow ! 

Over the billow. 
Swiftly my light bark shall bear us away ; 

Hear my appealing. 

Ere dawn is stealing 
Night's silver robing from yonder fair bay. 



WE PAET. 
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Moonlight is given, 
From highest Heaven, 

Only for lovers, my darling, like ns ; 
Whilst it is shining. 
Love's wreath be twining, 

Not let it waste all its radiance thus. 

Time's quickly fieeting, 

I would be greeting 
All that is fairest and dearest to me ; 

Hear my appealings, 

Hear love's revealings. 
Fly with me, darling, far over the sea. 



t fart. 



Good night, sweet love, good night, 

The stars look down — 
Those gems of radiance bright 

In Heaven's crown : 
They see me kiss thy brow. 

Read ** from my heart " 
Comes ev'ry fervent vow, 

Breathed ere — we part. 

Good night, sweet love, good night. 

On yonder sea 
My vessel, trim and tight. 

Is waiting me : 
This is our last farewell, 

Ere, love, I start. 
But not for long, ma belle, 

My own — we part. 
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G-ood night, sweet love, good night, 

From yonder dome 
The moon will cast her light 

On bothy my own ! 
Oh, let each silv'ry ray. 

Each Heay'n-sent dart. 
Cause thoughts of me away. 

For now — we part. 

Good night, sweet love, good night. 

Mine, only mine ; 
As years in winging flight. 

Will prove me thine. 
Let love thy bosom £11, 

As thou mine heart ; 
Be faithful, sweet, until 

No more— we part. 



I BECEiTEi) your long letter from over the sea, 
With good news of the friends true and dear. 

And the picture of home which you painted for me. 
Brought each scene to my memory clear. 

The brook where we used to catch minnow and trout. 
And the fleld where we romped in the hay. 

The old bam which has echoed our merriest shout, 
And the hedges all white with sweet May, 
Sweet May, and the hedges all white with sweet May. 

I saw the long swing which we fastened for Nell 

To the bough of that jolly old oak ; 
The bucket in which I went down in the well — 

Ha ! ha ! ha ! what a capital joke ! 
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I saw the old bull as he stood at the gate — 
Yon remember that hot snnny day — 

How he cansed ns for Joek with his cudgel to wait, 
When the hedges were white with sweet May, 
Sweet May, when the hedges were white with sweet May. 

I saw the old homestead with wide open door, 

And the hiyes as they stood in a row, 
The arbour which iyy had smothered all o'er. 

And the cherry bloom all in full blow. 
I saw the old thrushes still building their nest, 

And the garden with Spring flowers gay ; 
But beyond them I saw what I ever liked best — 

The hedges all white with sweet May, 

Sweet May, the hedges all white witii sweet May. 

Though thousands of miles now divide me from home, 

And between us roll wild raging seas. 
Yet soon I shall traverse their billowy foam 

For old England, her valleys and leas. 
When the foliage grows scarlet and yellow out here. 

And the Autumn winds blow o'er the bay, 
I shall find in dear England the Spring of the year, 

And the hedges all white with sweet May, 

Sweet May, and the hedges all white with sweet May. 



I^at %g ^as* 



What say the foam-covered wavelets to-night ? 
What say the stars in their radiant light P 
What says the moon as she smiles on the sea ? — 
** Haste forth, little May, he^s waiting for thee." 
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What says the lark at the dawning of day P 
What say the dew-drops whilst melting away ? 
What say the breezes that come o'er the lea ? — 
*^ Haste forth, little May, he^s waiting for thee." 

What says the sun in his bright beams at noon ? 
What say the flowers he kisses to bloom ? 
What says the murmuring voice of the bee ? — 
" Haste forth, little May, he^s waiting for thee." 

What says the rest and the quiet of eve ? 
What says the voice that would never deceive ? 
These are the words that they whisper to me — 
" Haste forth, little May, he^s waiting for thee." 



A DESCRIPTIVE PIECE, IN TWO METRES. 

The moon beams bright o'er the valley, love ; 

The pale stars peep through the trees ; 
No sound is heard save in breathings low, 

The sough of the Western breeze. 
The world from its toil is resting, love ; 

Gone is the labour of day ; 
Looking to-night in thine eyes, sweet love, 

I chase all my cares away. 

Here is the road where we wandered, love, 

When I whispered soft and low 
A story which brought the blushes bright 

To the cheeks of a girl I know. 
I can see again the clear eyes, love, 

As so closely reading mine. 
My darling murmured in softest tone, 

" I am thine, and only thine ! " 
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Meetoo, repeat me the sweet words, love, 

On mine ears they fall as new — 
And I swear, mine own, by the gleaming stars, 

This heart shall ever be true. 
Hushed be the voice of the sea, sweet love, 

And scentless the Summer's fiow'rs, 
If I wander in fancy or word from thee. 

My love of life's brightest hours ! 

What means that start ? Why clutch my arm ? 

Why turn so deadly white ? 
Why view with horror-stricken eyes 

The shadows of the night P 
I see — I see, a man's form rests 

Beneath yon ancient tree. 
If death's, my love, depicted there 

It is no place for thee. 

Go home — away — I'U to his side ; 

I will do aU I can. 
What ! Thou wilt stay and minister 

To this lone stricken man P 
God bless thee, child, God bless the hand 

That smoothes that wrinkled brow. 
That loosens collar, tie, and band ! — 

Ah, see he wakens now \ 

Nay, now weep not, Meetoo, dearest love. 

For the hour of danger's past. 
And he to whom thou hast ministered 

Hath aroused him up at last. 
Now we'll hasten home, my own sweet love, 

And joy in the Summer night. 
For the deed thy woman's hand hath wrought, 

'Neath glimmer of moonbeams bright. 
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Passionate kisses, a soft farewell, 

And the door hath closed between, 
With a clang that sounded like dreadest knell. 

For the joys that once had been. 
Oh, Meetoo, Meetoo, in coming years 

"Will fancy that scene recall, 
When thon and thy love restored that man 

And the bright moon saw it all I 



Gold and pitiless blows the blast. 

Drizzling falls the rain, 
The people wait, the time is past, 

Why lingers yet the train ? 
That woman tries to bear it well, 

She paces np and down. 
And patience seems its tale to tell. 

Her broad brow wears no frown. 

A sound I a cry ! What meant that shout ? 

She turned — she saw — she ran. 
Then on the platform knelt beside 

A fallen, prostrate man. 
** He's in a swoon," she heard them say. 

For many then were there ; 
They raised him up, and presently 

They placed him in a chair. 

She loosens collar, tie, and band, 

But still more help is nigh, 
And water falls from bounteous hand — 

A sob, a moan, a sigh — 
Then he awakes : the woman lifts 

Her eyes to those around, 
What ails her that she strives to speak. 

But still no words are found P 
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He stands beside her — he, the love 

Of long gone happy years, 
He helps restore the swooning man, 

His dear voice Meetoo hears. 
Oh, £ate that stole his heart from her, 

Why thns increase her pain, 
By waking thoughts of fondest love 

That dare not live again ? 

She meets his glance — those dear, dear eyes 

Recall, as angel dream. 
The memory of vanished hours. 

And more than all one scene, 
In which a loved voice murmurs low, 

" God bless thee, love, to-night, 
For woman's work which thou hast wrought 

Beneath the pale moon's light ! " 

The vision fades, and the gleam of love 

Dies out of her eyes again, 
As she proudly turns away, and lo ! 

Advances the tardy train. 
Oh, Meetoo, ensconced in carriage lone, 

Hid from the eyes of the throng, 
One Ear's noting thy sorrowful moan. 

And the words " How long ? how long ? " 

But the world wiU see no ghmoe of love 

E'er lighten thine eyes again, 
They'll watch thee in pleasure's circle move, 

With no weary look of pain : 
The pride of the Spartan boy is thine. 

Though thy sorrow bring thee death ; 
The light of mirth in thine eyes wiU shine, 

Thou'lt laugh with thy latest breath. 



206 BOLL OK, OH MIGHTY BILLOWS ! 

Though thy path from his is seTered wide, 

As if ocean rolled between, 
Oh, to thee he must whate'er betide. 

Be what he hath ever been ! 
Aye, what though foes have blackened thy fame, 

Thus taking his loye from thee ! 
Thy love is true as when first he came, 

And sued it on bended knee. 



ioll an, all MiQW W^ion I 

Roll on, oh mighty billows, 

Yonr foamy spray toss high 
Above the brave and gallant, 

Who 'neath your bosom lie I 
What though your voices thunder, * 

Or smooth lies ocean's breast. 
Nought e'er can break the slumber 

Of those who calmly rest, 
Where He who rules thy raging, 

Has bidden them repose. 
Till Heaven opes its portals. 

And life on earth shall close. 

Roll on, oh mighty billows. 

Loud let each bounding wave 
A requiem be chaunting. 

High o'er the sailors' grave ! 
We may not plant sweet flowers. 

Their resting-place above. 
But know in ocean's bowers 

Repose the ones we love ; 
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That sea-weed forms their pillows, 
That bright shells He around — 

They're safe 'neath ocean's billows, 
As laid in holy ground. 

Roll on, oh mighty billows, 

Though ye in tempest rave. 
Your roar shall be out-thundered. 

When life shall burst the grave ; 
Though ere Death's chains be riyen, 

Long countless ages roll, 
We know that God and Heaven 

Still wait for ev'ry soul ; 
Then, though ye hold Death's fetters, 

Yet sundered shall they be ; 
And ye shall yield your victims. 

Oh ! billows of the sea ! 



S^rttje J^rijmir«|^{f. 



Acquaintances are many to be met with as we go, 
"But friendship true and fervent it is very few who know ; 
If you with wealth are loaded, then not one so dear as you. 
Tou're wooed as bees woo fiowers, as parching grass the dew, 
Each bows to your decision, and you never can be wrong — 
The fool can rule the statesman, if his rent roll be but long. 
Whilst wealth on them he'll squander, there's not one fault in 

him, 
But losing wealth he finds quickly 'tis punished as a sin ; 
The ones who round him gathered in the zenith of his day, 
Now fail to see his greeting, for they look another way ; 
If he should ask assistance, just a berth to help himself — 
'Tis queer, there's not one empty, so he's laid upon the shelf. 
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So much for worldly friendBliipi that so easily can part ; 
It cannot claim connection with that friendship of the heart, 
Which, like the stars of Heaven, beams upon you just the same 
In poverty or riches, in obscurity or fame ; 
True friendship's like the sunbeams that will glisten from 

above, 
'Tis endless, all-enduring, 'tis another name for love. 
For love, I said — not fancy, which is fickle as the wind — 
For love, which like dead roses, leaves its fragrance still 

behind. 
Though friends might part in anger, it will be with deep 

regret. 
On hopes of future union will their hearts be ever set ; 
Though poverty oppress you, though the wealthy pass you by. 
Laugh, scorn them in the knowledge that True Friendship 

cannot die. 




g ^mtm. 



My Princess is fair, with large blue eyes 
That rival the bluest of Summer skies ; 
Her hair is in ringlets of shining gold, 
That seem all the sunbeams to catch and hold. 

My Princess is slight, and moves with a grace 
That matches in beauty her beautiful face ; 
She has tiny feet, and her snowy hand 
Seems made but for wielding a fairy's wand. 

My Princess is sweet, but a womatif too. 
With a woman's heart, so loving and true ; 
No wonderful angel on earth is she. 
But more than the wealth of the world to me. 



8IMPLB 8ALLT. 
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My Prinoefis is minCf my beautifdl prize, 
The queen of my heart, the light of my eyes, 
The loye of my love, the life of my life, 
My Princess, my own, my beantifol wife. 



S^imgU ^eII|;. 



<< Ha. ! ha ! ha ! They call me Simple Sally, 

For watching on the mountain for my loye, who'll come that 
way; 
But from its height I see onr sweet tryst in the Yalley, 

And I shall catch the first glimpse of his hoat in yonder hay. 
They say he will not come, hut their fedsehoods they might tell 

i^m the hreaking of the mom to the &11 of dewy eye. 
They heard us not when parting, hut I rememher well 

How he promised to return, and he never would deceive. 

Ha ! ha I ha ! They call me daft and crazy, 
They say that years have vanished since the time of which 
I speak. 
And though I sometimes think my mind is rather hazy, 
'Tis clear on that one suhject, or I know my heart would 
break. 
The Summer sun was shining, the bird sang on the spray. 
And the streamlet laughed and gurgled around the boulder 
stone, 
When Reggie softly whispered, ' I am going fsur away. 
But I will return next Summer to claim thee for mine own.' 

Ha I ha ! ha ! They say he's gone for ever. 

That no more his boat wUl venture to cleave yon waters 
bright: 
Bnt no, 'twould be too cruel. Fate must &il to sever 

The two who loved so dearly that love was life's sole light. 
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It reigns within my heart, fond and tender as of yore, 
And, oh, shall I dare to wrong him by thinking him less 
true? 

No, no, a thousand noes. So I'm watching from the shore 
For his boat to round yon tower, and burst upon my view. 

Ha ! ha ! ha ! They say that time in fleeting 

Has borne away the roses that blossomed on my cheek : 
That Beggie would not know — would pass without a greeting, 

For the hair is rough and gray that he left so smooth and 
sleek. 
But their tale I'll not believe, for if old Father Time 

Had robbed him of each beauty that manhood e'er possess'd. 
Still my loying fingers midst his gray, gray locks should twine, 

And my head should find its pillow upon his withered breast. 

Ha ! ha ! ha ! The snow is cold and biting. 

The pretty fairy snowfiAkes they are whirling round so fast ; 
They seem one moment dancing, another they are fightings 

They are racing on to tell of the raging Northern blast. 
I'll wrap my plaid around me, and lie me on the ground. 

Where sweetest dreams, my Reggie, shall again thy form 
restore." 
So poor Simple SaUy in her deep snow bed was found ; 

Let's hope she'd met her Reggie, to be parted never more. 



I HAVE watched for thee, my darling, 
As so oft I've watched before. 

By the stile that bounds the meadows. 
And upon the surf- washed shore. 
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But to me it seemed, my darling, 

With my heart so full of pain. 
That birds sung and ocean rippled, 

" He will never come again ; " 
And the hill that towered o'er me 

Echoed back the self-same strain, 
" Watch no more for Duncan, Mable, 

He will never come again." 

T have watched for thee, my darling, 

Through a mist of bitter tears, 
'Till the moments as they loitered 

Seemed to lengthen into years ; 
And the sun in glory sinking, 

Flashed the thought," Thy watch is vain, 
For thy darling has departed. 

And will never come again ; " 
E'en the Western breezes whispered. 

As they wandered o'er the main, 
** Watch no more for Duncan, Mable, 

He will never come again." 

I have watched for thee, my darling. 

Aye, and so am watching still, 
Though three weary years have vanished 

Since we parted on the hill — 
Since the time thy sweet caresses 

Strove to lull my bitter pain. 
Since thy voice in love's sweet accents, 

Said " I will return again ; " 
So my heart, those words believing, 

Shall re-echo the refrain, 
" Oh, still watch for Duncan, Mable, 

For he will return again / " 



p 2 
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Tee mom dotli break — awake, awake ! 

From dremn-land haste again ; 
Al, no, no, no ! bright sun sink low, 

Awaking is such pain. 

Oh lonely yeara, oh sighs and tears, 

Te all had Titnished quite ; 
All gone was care, my love waa there. 

In dreams with mo last Eight. 

He held my hand in dear dream-land, 

He kissed my aching brow ; 
Eis words Tvere few, but sweet and trae, 

'■ God bless my darling now." 

Oh words of bliss, oh warm fond kiss, 

Te linger with me jet ; 
Oh gleam of eye$ that most I prize, 

IVhat love in them I met I 

Oh love long dead, oh joys long fled, 

Ketom, return once more ; 
Oh kindly sleep, my senses steep, 
And vanished hopes restore I 

For love's sweet sake, fail, fail to break 
The charm of happy dreams ; 

I plead in vain, giief eomea agjiin, 
With mom's returning beams. 
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Remehbeb the time when so rosily dawning, 
The warm snn of love on Life's pathway arose, 

And its bright floods of light like rays of the morning, 
Which hide the night's shadows, hid all the world's woes ! 

Remember the time when we wandered together, 
Nor thought that a shade could our sweet bliss alloy, 

When daily there glowed for us Life's simny weather ! — 
Oh! wherefore came clouds their sweet bliss to destroy? 

Remember the time when my cheek first caressing, 
Your lips touching mine in the bloom of my youth, 

Your dear head low bending to hear me confessing. 
My love was your own (and I told you the truth) ! 

Remember the time when you swore that I only 
Held sway o'er your heart or could ever hold sway. 

To you all Life's road would be cheerless and lonely, 
Unless you had me by your side on the way ! 

Remember the time when with blushing and trembling, 
I gave you my answer in words soft and low, 

No thought of coquetting, no thought of dissembling. 
Oh I can you remember those years long ago ? 

Remember the time when I laboured to smother 

The knowledge your sweet love had been but a breath. 

Your heart beat responsive to that of another. 
And the dream of my Hf e lay silent in death ! 

Remember the time of our last bitter parting. 

The world was enshrouded in garments of white ! — 

I see, /remember, and tear-drops are starting. 
As memory pictures our farewell that night. 
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SDj^je ^^awlg at % iafomtig. 

Most glorious sight to the eye is the breaking 
Of morn, when the sun in his glory is waking, 
And touching the cloudlets with Nature's fine brushes, 
They look like a maiden's cheeks covered with blushes. 

Oh, sweet is the perfume of Summer's wild blossoms, 
With dew-drops like tears lying deep in their bosoms ; 
Can children of Nature one song be more prizing 
Than that of the lark in his early uprising P 

The brook to the mom gives its tenderest greeting. 
And seems to rejoice at the night's shadows fleeting ; 
The grass, with the earth's purest fragrance is blending ; 
All Nature to morn fairest beauties are lending. 

Its music is heard from the wild woodland cover, 
The song of the thrush and the Cry of the plover, 
The dove to his mate answers cooing with cooing. 
The beasts in the farmyard are bleating and lowing. 

Oh, Nature is lovely I to think less were treason ; 
In Winter, in Summer, in every season. 
At mid-day, at midnight, but give me the morning. 
For Nature is sweetest at earliest dawning. 



@]^, mti mt to-xxiQlit, ton iarliug. 

Oh, meet me to-night, my darling. 
When the sun has sunk to rest. 

When the cushat dove has nestled 
Her head in her downy breast ; 
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When silence lies on tlie woodlands, 

Save for the nightingale's song, 
And the ripple of the streamlet 

As it softly glides along I 

Oh, meet me to-night, my darling, 

Down hy the old meadow stile. 
When the world is calmly resting 

From the hurden of its toil ; 
When stars in their silver radiance 

Look down from their home above. 
And the Summer wind's sweet music 

But whispers of joy and love ! 

Oh, meet me to-night, my darling. 

When the pale moon brightly weaves 
Fair pictures of wood and castle. 

Fair pictures of waving leaves ; 
But the brightest, fairest picture 

On which she to-night can smile 
Wni be thy sweet face, my darling. 

Watching for me at the stile. 



Yoir bonnie little wavelets. 

Shimmering on the sea, 
I wish you would come hither. 

And have a game with me. 
Mamma says you are talking, ^ 

And this is what you say : 
" Oh, little girl, we're working. 

And cannot stop to play." 
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White gull, you fly a distance 

The silver wavelets o'er ; 
Stoop down, I'll tell yon softly 

A tale of fairy lore. 
" No, Uttle girl, I'm hast'ning 

With dinner to my mate ; 
I cannot stop to Hsten, 

Or else I shall be late." 

Oh dear I how very tiresome ! 

But here comes Mr. Wind, 
In you I'm very certain 

A playfellow to find. 
'^ Ah ! no, my little lady, 

I've lots of thiags to do. 
And so I cannot linger 

To romp about with you." 

I'll play with you, then, sea-weeds, 

You have not any work. 
Or if you have you're resting, 

And duty mean to shirk. 
" We beg your pardon, missie ; 

We're lying on the sand 
Till men our branches carry 

To help enrich the land." 

Now, this is very funny ! 

I wonder is it true 
That all things are created 

Some work on earth to do ? 
Wave, gull, wind, sea-weed answer'd, 

" True ! little lady ? Yes; 
We're bidden by our doings 

This world to curse or bless." 
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Then I must try my utmost^ 

In coming days, to see 
What labour is intended 

For Utile girls like me ; 
And what to me is given 

Most cheerfully I*U do, 
For I must, bonnie wayelets. 

Be quite as good as you. 



^f 1 torn a ^q^&sr. 

Ir I were a zephyr soft, love, 
Bom but of the Summer air, 

How fondly I*d linger round thee, 
And kiss from thy brow its care ! 

If I were a zephyr soft, love, 
In the glare of Summer's day, 

I would gently close thine eyelids, 
And thy tear-drops kiss away. 

If I were a zephyr soft, love, 

To roam through the Summer's heat, 
I'd wander o'er hill and valley 

'Till I rested at thy feet. 

If I were a zephyr soft, love. 
And thou in a dungeon pined, 

For thy cell I'd leave a palace 
Witii its light and life behind. 

If I were a zephyr soft, love, 
I'd linger around thy brow. 

Until thy dear lips should murmur, 
** I know she is with me now." 
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S^ouQ of tljt WiaitX'm%s ^05. 

Wateb-cresses — water-cresses ! 

Gathered fresh this moming, 
Almost ere the san arose I 

Heralding the dawning. t 

All the world was still at rest, 

Lords and ladies sleeping, * 

When I plucked them from the hrook, i 

Where the dew was weeping. ; 

Water-cresses — ^water-cresses ! i 

Who will come and bay them ? 
They are fresh, and sweet, and crisp — 

Ladies, won't you try them ? 

Water-cresses — water-cresses ! 

Oh, the way was dreary, 
Dark and cold, and distant, too ; 

I am very weary. 
But from these, my cresses sweet. 

Brightest hopes I borrow. 
That their sale will bring ns bread — 

Sunday comes to-morrow. 
Water-cresses — water-cresses ! 

Who will come and buy them ? 
They are fresh, and sweet, and crisp — 

Ladies, won't you try them ? 

Water-cresses, water-cresses 

Ev'ry mom 1 gather ; 
I'Te a sister small to feed, 

And we have no father. 
Mother left us long ago, 

So we keep together ; 
Hard I work in wet or dry, 

Never minding weather. 
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Water-cresses — water-cresses ! 

Who will come and buy them ? 
They are fresh, and sweet, and crisp — 

Ladies, won't you try them ? 




a»S Wmu i^ttinw jof % gag. 



FouE years old, my bonnie fay, 

Art thou this happy morning, 
We fondly greet thy natal day, 

Thrice blessed be its dawning ; 
And many, many more, my pet. 

May future years be storing. 
That ne'er will bring thee one regret, 

Nor shew one dark cloud low'ring. 

May life lie fair before thee, love, 

Devoid of care and sorrow. 
And faithful friends more faithful prove 

With ev*ry coming morrow ! 
But oh, forget not, Cora dear, 

If storms around thee gather. 
To turn for help, without a fear. 

To our Almighty Father I 

He placed thee here upon this earth, 

And fondly watches o'er thee. 
But still remember at thy birth 

He laid His work before thee. 
So, Cora, love, my earnest pray'r 

Is that to thee be given, 
Thy Father's work on earth to share. 

Then share His home in Heaven. 
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Mat blossoms, sweet May blossoms, 

Ye fairest flowers of Spring ; 
What words, what thoughts, what visions 

To my memory ye bring. 

As thus I gaze upon ye, 

Lo, before my fancy's eye, 
A little white-robed figure 

Full of glee comes flitting by ! 

A blithsome, happy creature. 

To whom all things are fair. 
Who shows in ev*ry feature. 

That for her Ufe has no core. 

How should it, when surrounded 
As she is by all that's bright ?— 

A mother's cherished darling, 
And a father's sole delight. 

Alas ! the child has vanished ; 

I no longer see her now, 
But in her place a maiden. 

With a grave and thoughtfol brow. 

Yet 'neath it grey eyes flashing. 

Speak a stormy, angry soul. 
Through which, like ocean billows. 

Fiercest passions surge and roll. 



She stands alone, a captive 

Captive P Yes, but ah ! that room 
Holds not the free-bom spirit 

Which has soared beyond its gloom. 
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Once more has fancy led her, 
Through the green and shady lane, 

To haunts of merry childhood, 
She will never see again. 

'Tis but a snowy flower 

Bids these happy thoughts arise, 
A branch of sweet May blossom 

That upon the window lies. 

Tears fast her eyes are dimming, 
And her pale lips slowly move ; 

These are the words she utters — 
" Give me only one to love ! 

I am so very lonely. 
Life to me is all so drear ; 

Mamma, why did you leave me 
With not one to love me here ?" 

And sadly, night and morning, 
Rose the captive's wailing cry, 

" Oh, but for one to love me. 
Or in pity let me die ! " 

Again the scene has shifted — 
Now I see a woman's form, 

But bowed like some young sapling 
Touched too roughly by the storm. 

Her step has lost its lightness, 
And her face its winsome air ; 

Her eyes can claim no brightness, 
And her brow is marked with care. 
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She has prayed for love, and coming, 
It has brought her bitter shame : 

Far more than life is honour, 
And a maiden's spotless name. 

She knows, too, love will vanish — 

It is far too bright to last ; 
What will then be her future, 

When lovers counted with the past ? 

May blossom, sweet May blossom, 
She will never love thee more, 

For ye ore linked too closely 
With those happy days of yore. 

E'en now, whilst bending o'er thee. 
She can hear in accents wild, 

Her own dead mother calling, 

** Oh, come back, come back, my child ! " 

'< Too late ! too late !" she answers, 
" For you cannot save me now, 

Naught e'er can move the sin mark 
That is branded on my brow." 

No more, no more. In mercy 

'Tis denied to mortal man. 
The sorrows of the fature, 

In his wilfulness to scan. 

Farewell, my sweet May blossom, 
Ye awakened all this thought ; 

May others learn the lesson 
That to Maud ye would have taught. 
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Lady, mine, awake, awake ! 

The midniglit stars are shining ; 
The Queen of night, her radiance bright, 

Is round thy lattice twining. 
Awake, awake, for love's sweet sake, 

Arise from thy reclining ! 

Lady, mine, awake, awake ! 

The nightingale is singing ; 
The breezes free across the lea 

Their fragrant breath is flinging. 
Awake, awake, for love's sweet sake, 

To me blest rapture bringing ! 

Lady, mine, awake, awake ! 

'Tis now that love rejoices 
In murmurs low, its fate to know. 

Unchecked by worldly voices. 
Awake, awake, for love's sweet sake— 

Thou whom my soul rejoices ! 

Lady, mine, awake, awake ! 

Canst fail to hear my pleading ? 
Or, hearing me, canst fail to be 

My earnest, longing reading ? 
Awake, awake, for Love's sweet sake, 

Love, but thy presence needing ! 



®§« Milt's I^BiM. 

Foe years we've dwelt together ; 

Life's shadows and its sun 
Have clouded or have brightenerl 

The lives which He made one. 
But in Love's holy union 

Our hearts were never set, 
So, though we've dwelt together, 

We are but strangers yet. 

No words of scorn or harshness 

Between us ever pass ; 
But, then, between us never 

Play Love's sweet wiles, alas ! 
So Hfe is gliding onwards, 

One lasting, sad regret, 
To two who joined together 

Are strangers, strangers yet. 

We have no merry children 

To play about our feet. 
Or draw us closer, nearer. 

With voices soft and sweet. 
Though clouds have o'er us hovered, 

No sorrow have we met 
To battle with together, 

And so are strangers yet. 

We're only kind and courteous. 

As any two should be ; 
To you I act the lady. 

You, gentleman to me ; 
But let us in the future 

Our coldness all forget. 
And throw aside together, 

The thought we're strangers yet. 




g '^mqntt 



I HATE a bouquet of most loyely flow'rs, 
Fiye rare ezotios that to me were giyen, 

To cheer me through this lonely vale of ours, 
And lead my thoughts to dwell on far-off Heaven. 

Scarce liad the icy breath of Winter past. 
And yiolet proclaimed Spring's early dawning. 

Ere (as upon the wings of bleak March blast) 
My Mary came, first blossom of Life's morning. 

And she was mine, my Tory, very own, 
A priceless gift from Him, for me to cherish ; 

And thougb nine years since that bleak Marcbhaye flown, 
Not one joy bom with her was bom to perish. 

Then, soon to take her share of mother's loye. 
Like fabled fairy in some world-famed story. 

My Edith (whom a gift of His to proye) 
Came with tiie July roses in their glory. 

Oh, sunny, laughter-loving, winning girl. 
May life's best joys alone lie stretched before thee ; 

Nor may'st thou find amidst its ceaseless whirl 

More grief than has in eight short years passed o'er 
iiiee! 

And tium, my ftna jean* Cora, who shall speak 
The joy I fdt at ihee^ my blossom, calling 

My Automn ^am'T^ tliat came the gloom to break 
Of sodOetober, when the leaves were falling! 

Oh, may tbe month that gave thee to mine arms 
Prove io thy life no symbol of earth's sadness, 

But may He Mve tliee from this world's alarms, 

Ajyl envn tlqr smmj brow with naught but gladness ! 
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Scarce had the music of the joyful bells 
Proclaimed to us another year was granted, 

Than I, from my fond heart's unf athomed wells, 
Thanked Him for my sweet Flo, to earth transplanted. 

Oh, Florence, January blossom, fair, most fair 
Art thou, my little three years' winsome treasure ; 

May He who gave thee life, keep thee from care. 
And bless thee, dearest, without stint or measure. 

One more have I within my bouquet sweety 
A laurel bright, amidst the frailer flowers ; 

My Bae, the music of whose baby feet 

For me would turn dark cells to brightest bowers. 

He, like his sister, came to voices loud 

Of new year's bells, on frosty breezes chiming ; 

Sweeping from out my path life's darkest cloud, 
And shewing to my gaze its silver lining. 

Oh, Rae, my Rae, my noble-hearted boy, 
The pray'r for thee with which I weary Heaven 

Is, thou may'st grow a man in whom to joy. 
To whom truth^ Jionesty and toorth be given ! 

To whom all men may hold out friendship's hand, 
And women too might trust as in a brother ; 

Thus shalt thou be the glory of our band. 
And crown of joy to thy most doting mother. 



Wst Sag ]^a» ^t^ixxttH, 



SERENADE. 

The day has departed and night's stars are shining, 
Gone, gone is the bustle, the toil, and the heat ; 

And here, fairest maid, 'neath thy lattice reclining, 
I'd tell thee my story in melody sweet. 

I love thee, I love thee, and may this heart perish, 
Ere ceasing to give thee its innermost thought ; 

Oh come, be my bride, let the feelings I cherish 
Be cherished by thee, and my happiness wrought. 

Oh let not a frown on thy fair brow be blasting 
A life that is thine, that so wholly is thine ; 

No clouds of thy causing my lot be overcasting. 
Be mine, sweetest maiden, for ever be mine. 

May this be my right, and my tenderest duty, 

From every sorrow thy future to screen ; 
Yon stars will for me lose their lustre and beauty, 

If thou bid'st me part with one tithe of my dream. 

Ope, open thy casement one moment, my darling, 
Let one word of hope from thy sweet lips take flight ; 

I hear it, I hear it, and bless thee, my darling. 
Go, join me in dream-land— good night, love, good night I 
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Oh sing to me softly, waves, to-night. 
Sing of a future so fair and bright, 
For tears and sorrow have taken flight — 
My love has returned to me. 

q"2 
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Buried this eye is the old, old pain, 
Never to waken to life again, 
Then sing, waves, sing in happiest strain — 
My love has returned to me. 

Gone is the anguish of weary years. 
Hushed are the sighs and dried are the tears. 
No more misgivings or tremhling fears — 
My love has returned to me. 

The winds blow cold and the snow-flakes fall. 
And wildly the eerie sea-birds call. 
But Summer for me overlays them all — 
My love has returned to me. 

The leafless trees to the cold winds thrill, 
But verdure for me their branches flll, 
The scent of roses is round me still — 
My love has returned to me. 

No more shall I whisper, waves, to thee 
Of yearnings for rest beneath the sea. 
No more will my tale, of sorrow be — 
My love has returned to me. 

FU tell thee, waves, what he said just now, 
The pale moon lighting his noble brow, 
" Miron, I'm true to our ev'ry vow ! " — 
My love has returned to me. 

Then from the depths of his bright blue eyes 
Shot gleams of a love that never dies. 
Hushed from that moment are all my sighs — 
My love has returned to me. 

Blow on, oh winds, in your flerceness blow ; 
Enshroud all the world, oh drifting snow ; 
My senses no more the cold can know — 
My love has returned to me. 
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Then sing, waves, sing in your glee to-night, 
Sing of a future so fair and bright, 
Future that gleams with the old loye light — 
For my love has returned to me. 



J'n not ^axQtt %litt, 

I'll not forget thee, darling, 

When I am far away, 
Though Summers chase each other 

With bloom and sad decay ; 
Though roses feide, their perfume 

For ages will remain, 
And though we part, let mem'ry 

My farewell words retain : 
I'U not forget thee. 

I'll not forget thee, darling. 

Though oceans roll between, 
The life that lies before us 

And that which long has been ; 
My thoughts will oft be turning 

To thee from yonder shore. 
And thinking, ** Is she faithful 

To those sweet vows of yore ?" 
I'll not forget thee. 

« 

I'll not forget thee, darling. 
Though fairest of the fiur 

Their charms might be displaying, 
For roving eyes out there ; 



The mem'iy of thy beauty- 
Shall keep my fond heart free, 

That shall remain a shrine, love, 
For thee and only thee : 
I'll not forget thee. 

1*11 not forget thee, darling, 

To win thee wealth I go, 
And thoughts of thee will keep me 

From all of care or woe ; 
For thou my guardian Angel 

Shall be in cy*ry dime : 
Farewell I and oh, remember, 

I'm thine and only thine ! 
I'll not forget thee. 



Wh£K Spring flowers blossom, in meadow and lane, 
When thrushes and nightingales warble again, 
When soft southern breezes blow over the sea. 
Oh then, Ronald darling, remember thou me I 

When Summer-bom roses shall perfume the air, 
And the old forest trees their summer garb wear, 
When bright bearded barley waves high o'er the lea. 
Oh then, Bonald darling, remember thou me ! 

When Autumn leaves falling, thick carpet the ground, 
And the chilly winds wail with desolate sound, 
When gone are the flowers, and hushed is the bee. 
Oh then, Bonald darling, remember thou me ! 
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When snow-drifts are lying on housetop and ledge, 
And fetters of Wiiiter bind streamlet and hedge, 
When ioicles hang from each verdureless tree, 
then, Konald darling, remember thou me ! 

For Spring saw our love with its blossoms nnclose. 
And Summer saw thine at its height with the rose. 
Whilst Autumn and Winter its dying could see, 
But still, Konald darling, remember thou me! 

Aye, e'en as the perfume of roses remain, 
When ceasing one vestige of bloom to retain, 
So love, though long dead, must in memory be, 
Then Konald, my darling, remember thou me I 



DEDICATED TO BARONESS BURDETT C0UTT8. 

Pbstty maiden, lovely maiden, 

Gt>d has made you fair and bright, 
To you given cheeks like roses, 

Eyes reflecting heaven's light ; 
And like Aureole of glory 

Is your brown or golden hair : 
Tes, sweet maiden, bonnie maiden, 

God has made you very fair. 

And we birdies know, sweet maiden, 

(For we read your very heart). 
That you'll list to our petition, 

That you'll take the birdies' part. 
Sportsmen whisper how our feathers 

Are your greatest aim just now — 
Hats that are not thus bedizened 

Do not suit your snowy brow — 
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So they shoot us — spoiling thousands- 
Fancy what a gross abuse — 

Of the creatnres God has giyen 
For yonr pleasnre as your use. 

After all we cannot heighten, 
Cannot charms to Nature add, 

Cannot make your faces fairer, 
Or your eyes more bright and glad. 

Fairy maiden, bonnie maiden. 

Listen to the birdie's pray'r, 
Deck yourselves in silks and ribbons, 

But our plumage cease to wear. 
Ocean's flowers lie about you, 

Wasting on the silver sands. 
Only waiting to be woven 

Into trimmings, by your hands. 

What can be more light and graceful 

Than the sea-weed's feathered spray ; 
Work them into fairy flowers. 

Naught will look so bright as they. 
Think, tdo, of the ribbon weaver. 

Who must starve for want of work ; 
Sure you know not 'neath our feathers 

Deadly sin itself might lurk. 

Sin it is to starve a brother. 

Though you know him not, 'tis true. 
But by wearing birdies' feathers 

This is what each day you do. 
So, kind maiden, gentle maiden. 

Listen to our earnest pray'r. 
Deck yourselves in silks and ribbons. 

And our plumage cease to wear. 
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" Twitter, twitter, twitter, twitter, 

What a weary waste of snow ! " 
Seems to say sweet Robin Redbreast, 

As he hastens to and fro. 
He is quite as tame as oyer. 

He is on the window-sill, 
And whilst peeping through the curtains 

Seems to ask for little Lill. 

Oh, my darling, precious darling. 

Can I tell him thou'rt not here P 
That thy little form is lying 

'I^eath the snow-drifts cold and drear P 
Must I say to Robin Redbreast, 

" With the flowers of the Spring 
Thou wilt see where Lillie's sleeping, 

Though shell never hear thee sing P " 

Little Robin's watching, watching. 

With his beady, twinkling eyes ; 
Refusing all my dainties 

With a look of wild surprise : 
Just as though he's really saying, 

" Where she's not I will not stay," 
Ah ! he's gone to look for Lillie ; 

Little Robin's flown away I 
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Oh birdie ! sweet birdie, I hear tbee to-night, 

And though fresh blows the breeze and stsurs look so bright^ 

That visions of frost to our fancy they bring, 

We know by thy voice it is Spring — it is Spring ! 

We're weary of Winter so sombre and cold, 
And joyfully watch the fair flowers unfold ; 
But oh, to our senses more exquisite still. 
Are the first ringing notes of the nightingale's trill. 

Thrice welcome art thou to our island again, 
We have longed for the sound of thy beautiful strain ; 
What music with thine in this world can compare. 
Sweet herald of all that is lovely and fair ? 

I hear thee, bright birdie, and fancy thy voice 
In floods of sweet melody bids us rejoice ; 
And gratefully join thee in singing the praise 
Of Him who has sent thee with sunshiny days. 

Aye ! welcome, sweet birdie, with Spring of the year. 
That follows the Winter as smile follows tear ; 
May sorrow-bowed hearts hear thy message to-night. 
And know that it bids them have faith in His might ! 

In that might which is great to create or destroy. 
To chasten with grief or reward with pure joy ; 
Aye ! birdie, might they as they hear thy voice ring. 
Think " Pain is our Winter, but He'll send us Spring." 



%llt ijells. 

Oh, I hear the bells, my darling, 

Ab we heard them both that night, 
When they pealed across the valley, 

Where the snow lay cold and white. 
And they told of Merry Christmas, 

Merry, spite of our farewells ; 
Say, how could your gladness mock us 

Thus, ye happy, happy bells ? 

Oh, I hear the bells, my darling, 

As they ofttimes used to ring 
Loud across the happy valley, 

When our love was in its spring. 
And when side by side we wandered 

Through the woods and mossy dells, 
Whilst our happy laughter echoed 

The sweet voices of the bells. 

Oh, I hear the bells, my darling. 

But they tell me 'tis a dream ; 
And I know my bark is heading 

For Eternity's broad stream. 
But methinks, across the channel 

There perchance my loved one dwells, 
And his voice so sweetly singing, 

Makes the music of the bells. 

Oh, I hear the bells, my darling, 

And my senses they enthral, 
For they speak to me of Heaven, 

Of the home prepared for all. 
As I think of thee love, waiting, 

How my soul with rapture swells ; 
See, I come, my swift flight winging. 

To the welcome of the bells ! 
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Why moum ye, maiden, for the long gone past P 
Wliy thus in solitary sadness yearn 

For days whose happiness, so deep and vast, 
Can never more, no never more return P 

Oh, try to feel Life's snmmer has not set ! 

For what is it worth living, if no smart 
Shall ever tinge its years with one regret, 

To try the strength of woman's noble heart P 

We care not for the fruits that round us lie 
In plenty, to be plucked by ev'ry hand ; 

We should not like to dwell beneath a sky 
Which never oast a shade upon the land. 

And thus Life's shadows do us good as well, 
When one by chance across our path is thrown. 

Though for awhile our hearts with sorrow swell, 
A lifetime cannot pass 'mid sigh and moan. 

So bid the thought depart from out thy mind, 
That love for thee can never live again ; 

That he, the false one, he of all mankind. 
Should hold the place that others ask in vain. 

Aye, maiden, chase the shadow from thy brow. 
Call to thine aid, woman's true armour — ^Fride ; 

Haste ! let him see his pow'r has vanished now : 
The past is buried, 'neath oblivion's tide. 

Tes, let him see again Life's rosy mom 
Above thine head, in all its splendour break ; 

Return his want of truth and faith — ^with scorn. 
Let him behold no mourning for his sake. 
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Long years stretch out before thee. Thon art young- 
Therein should lie great hopes of joy for thee ; 

If grief around us all its shadow flung, 
Where would the happiness of liying be P 

We know when clouds arise the rain-drops f all. 
Pouring refreshing showers on the earth ; 

So tears oft herald smiles ; grief like a pall 
Is raised to picture forth Love's second birth. 

Then revel in that picture ; let thine eyes 
Beam brightly, as in days of long ago ; 

And give thine heart — ^that great and peerless prize — 
To one who'll never cause it throb of woe. 



®nx m^it I 



Talk of sunshine beaming, gleaming, 

Talk of merry wild bird's song. 
Talk of streamlet's rippling music. 

As it softly glides along ; 
Whisper of earth's fairest beauty 

That is now or e'er has been, 
In our eyes 'twill lose its lustre 

By the side of sweet Kathleen — 
Our Eathie ! 



Like bright sunshine is the breaking 
O'er her face of smiles so sweet. 

And her voice is like the thrush's. 
As he hastes the mom to greet ; 
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Rose-buds are not lialf so dainty 
As her pouting lips, I ween, 

When we strive a kiss to pillage 
From our bonnie wee Kathleen — 
Our Eathie ! 

But wee Kathie's very chary 

Of those kisses which we prize, 
For she laughs, and kicks, and struggles, 

Fills the air with merry cries, 
Till she gives in like a lady. 

Does our winsome fairy queen — 
Our loving sweet girl-baby, 

Bonnie, azure-eyed Kathleen — 
Our Kathie ! 

May He who gave us Kathleen 

Guard our treasure from above ; 
May she ever find protection 

In His mighty, boundless love ; 
May she be His faithful servant 

Through all this life's troublous scene, 
So at last His gates shall open 

To receive our sweet Kathleen — 
Our Kathie ! 



lis ^am is S^xltxA ttoia, 

BisDiE, birdie, cease thy singing ! 

Wherefore, flowers, do ye blow ? 
Sounds and sights for ever bringing 

To my heart its bitter woe. 
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Birdie, birdie, thou wert trilling 

From the branches of yon tree, 
When /listened, oh, so willing, 

To the tale he breathed to me. 
Flowers blooming in the valley. 

So ye blossomed on that eve, 
When he caused me here to dally, 

Vowing he would ne'er deceive. 
High above, the moon was beaming. 

And she heard his ev'ry vow ; 
StUl her pale, soft light is gleaming. 

But his voice is silent now. 

Streamlet, streamlet, cease thy flowing ! 

Cease thy music, rustling leaves — 
For ye add (without the knowing) 

Deeper grief to her who grieves I 
Streamlet, thou wert onward gliding 

Through thy bed with murm'ring song. 
When my love with me abiding. 

Watched thy course these banks along ! 
Leaves, green leaves, ye rustled o'er us. 

As he whispered soft and low. 
Of the life that laid before us. 

Of the joys my heart should know. 
High above the moon was beaming. 

And she heard hisev'ry vow ; 
Still her pale, soft light is gleaming. 

But his voice is silent now. 

Hide thy light, oh stars of heaven, 

Gentle breezes cease to sigh — 
Know'st thou not to thee is given 

Pow'r to torture such as I ? 
For, oh stars, thy beams were glancing 

On my upturned face that night. 
Whilst his tones mine ears entrancing, 

Filled my heart with wild delight. 



Thou, oh breeze, our brows caressing, 

Breathed sweet fragrance to my soul — 
Bore upon thy wings his blessing, 

Bore it to (he said) its goal. 
High above the moon was beaming, 

And she heard his ev'ry vow ; 
Still her pale, soft light is gleaming, 

But his voice is silent now. 

Silent, oh ye birds and flowers. 

Streamlet, leaves upon yon tree ; 
Silent, for within these bowers 

Never more 'twill sound for me ; 
Silent, stars and gentle breezes. 

Silent, but for me alone- 
Other eyes his fancy pleases, 

Other lips he calls his own ; 
Little recks he of the anguish, 

Making life so drear to me^ 
StiU in sorrow I might languish, 

So that he himself is^ree. 
So, though still the moon is beaming. 

Though she heard his eVry vow. 
Though her pale light still is gleaming, 

Tet his voice is silent now. 



Oa star, twinkling star, whisper to me to-night, 

And tell me a tale of those regions so bright ; 

rd hear of that city so stately and fur, 

l^th iHiose beauty and splendour nao^t can compare ! 
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Oh, speak of that riyer so broad and so deep, 
In whose waves fadeless flowers their bright petals steep ; 
On whose^banks without number those fair spirits rove, 
And nothing is heard save the accents of love I 

Oh, tell of those vales where no Winter has been, 
Those vales ever clothed in their emerald green ; 
The beautiful hills free from cappings of snow, 
Plain, river, yale, mountain, no mortal may know ! 

Oh, speak to my heart of that music so grand, 
That peals on for aye in that beautiful land ; 
Each angel whose harp with sweet melody rings, 
As they join in the praise of the King among kings ! 

Oh, whisper, bright star, of that wonderful throne. 
To be touched by the pure and sinless alone ; 
Oh, speak to my soul, twinkling star of the night. 
And say — Hast thou seen this most glorious sight ? 

For, surely, a window of Heaven art thou ; 
An eye shining bright 'neath its radiant brow ; 
A gem of that land I am longing to see. 
Then whisper, oh star, of its glories to me I 



PBA.Y ope the casement, mother. 

That I might hear the bells. 
Whose sweet and tuneful music 

Some life's new dawning tells. 
'Tis hersy oh mother, darling. 

She's standing by his side* 
He vows to love her dearly. 

And she is now his bride I 
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Aye, she is now his bride, mother, 

Her glory I would see, 
But I am dying fast, mother. 

And 80 that cannot be I 

Kay, weep not thus, dear mother, 

For I am happy now ; 
I oonld not live on knowing 

His kisses warmed her brow ; 
For, oh, I love him dearly — 

How dearly none can tell ; 
I cannot live without him, 

Bo, mother, fare thee well I 
For she is now his bride, mother. 

Her glory I would see. 
But I am dying fast, mother, 

And 80 that cannot be I 

Bpeak gently to my Jamie 

When you two meet again. 
And tell him I forgave h^m 

For all my hours of pain ; 
And prayed that pretty Ethel 

Would make a loving wife, 
That God would shower blessings 

Upon their future life. 
For she is now his bride, mother, 

Her glory I would see, 
But I am dying fast, mother, 

And so that cannot be I 
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2t]&^« ®)^|^a« to |fjer ^mtinm; 

OR. "write me a letter." 

I AM very lonely, Guardy, 

Though fall gentle is their rule, 
But I have no Mends ahout me, 

In this far-off foreign school. 
Now yon said yon'd send a letter, 

And, if short, still eVry week ; 
But in yain I ask the postman. 

Or for one the office seek ; 
I hut get the self-same answer, 

Till I almost douht if true ; 
Still, if so, I'd know the reason, 

So, pray write, dear Guardy, do» 

They are good, hut I am weary. 

For no sympathy I find ; 
When we talked together, Guardy, 

It was mind that answered mind. 
For your words were plain and simple ; 

Like a child you spoke to me, 
Of the hirds, the hrooks, the flowers, 

Of the hutterfly and hee. 
Here sweet Nature has no dwelling. 

Stately grandeur is their view ; 
But I long to hear of Nature, 

So, pray write, dear Guardy, do. 

You rememher, dearest Guardy, 
That you said ** away from me. 

Life that was to us so happy 
Very lone and sad would be ; " 



But I fear you have forgotten — 

Or you think Pve naughty heen — 
Not to answer all the letters 

Tou have had from Little Queen. 
This will make the fourth Pye written, 

Guardy, dear, indeed it's true ! 
So, pray write me but one letter, 

Just one letter, Ghiardy, do. 



^it %^t of S^mt ^Kltvd&m'i §ii^. 

AwAXE from thy slumbers, oh, Cora, my sweetest ; 

The night and its darkness is passing away ; 
Look forth from thy lattice and see, love, who greetest 

Thee first on the mom of Saint Valentine's Day ! 

No more from my darling wiU fate bid me sever; 

'Tis but a short time that our joy oan delay ; 
Then claiming thee mine love, for ever and ever, 

Our journey begins on Saint Valentine's Day. 

Methinks even now I can hear the bells ringing, 
Their rapturous chimes seeming only to say, 

" Oh, haste to receive the sweet bride we are bringing, 
Her life to commence on Saint Valentine's Day t " 

Aye, trust to me, darling, and free from all sorrow 
Shall be the dear life over which I hold sway. 

And thou, love, wilt own that each coming to-morrow 
Dawns brighter than e'en this Saint Valentine's Day ! 



<^0wp 0f i^t ^mm%. 



Rejtoice, oh rejoice at the beantifal voice 

That soimdeth o'er valley and plain, 
That sings in the sky, in the breeze rushing by, 

'' I am coming, coming again, 

Am coming again I " 

It is Spring, it is Spring, the wild woodlands sing 

The beautifal legend of old. 
How Winter's cold breath, touching blooms to their 
death. 
Spring's coming has only foretold, 

Has only foretold. 

She's here, she is there, on the earth, in the air, 
She's loosened each streamlet and rill ; 

Uprises the grass where her fairy feet pass. 
And flowers crown every hill. 

Crown every hilL 

Aye, sky-lark, sing loud from yon azure-flecked doud. 

Tell those who might listen below. 
That good news you bring, 'tis the advent of Spring, 

The farewell of Winter and snow. 

Of Winter and snow. 
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Shont I little ones, shout I in the fields run about. 

Make daisy and buttercup chains ; 
For sweet blossoms abound — ^will smother the ground, 

If childhood asserts not its claims, 

Asserts not its claims. 

Aye, little rook-boy, with your face fall of joy, 

*Tis life Spring is giving to you ; 
The price of your hire will bring victuals and fire 

To those whose life comforts are few, 

Life comforts are few. 

Oh, soft Southern breeze, sing aloud in the trees I 

Oh, birds carol blithe on the bough I 
Oh, beasts of the field, your dumb gratitude yield 

To Spring which is blessing us now, 

Is blessing us now ! 

Oh, human hearts, rise to yon radiant skies 

And breathe to that Dweller above 
Your incense of praise for the simshiny days 

He sends in His infinite love. 

His infinite love t 

Rejoice, oh rejoice at the beautiful voice 

That soundeth o'er valley and plain, 
That sings in the sky, in the breeze rushing by, 

<< I am coming, coming again. 

Am coming again I " 
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Flowees in the valley, 

Flowers on the hill. 
Flowers hy the river, 

Flowers hy the rill ; 
Flowers, honnie flowers, 

Springing ev'rywhere ; 
Telling of God's goodness 

And His loving care ; 
Telling of thy dawning, 

Happy, happy Spring ; 
That the trees will hlossom. 

That the hirds will sing. 
Bntteronps and daisies 

Waking from their sleep. 
Ferns and soft green mosses 

From the hedgerows peep. 
Happy children's laughter 

Fills the fragrant air. 
Welcoming thy coming. 

Spring, so bright and fair. 
Southern breezes blowing 

Over land and sea. 
Whisper to us softly 

Sweetest tales of thee ;' 
How from lands far distant 

Thou hast come to ours, 
Bringing first the sunshine 

Then the bonnie fiow'rs ; 
Breathing o'er the meadow, 

Eoaming through the wood, 
Ev'rywhere thou goest 

TeUing God is good, 
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Bidding lu be thanlrfiily 
And ffis praifles sing. 

For that He bath sent thee, 
Happy, happy Spring ! 



^ Wtltom to ^pm0. 

These's not asingle season, 
Tbroogboat all the rolling year, 

like Spring to bring ns pleasure. 
After Winter cold and drear ; 

Tbe latter (like deep sorrow) 
Hangs a pall aboye our bead ; 

But Spring is like returning 
Of the bopes so nearly dead. 

Tben let ns give glad greeting- 
Aye, loud let tbe welkin ring 

With, sbouts of joyons welcome 
For tbe fair and bonnie Spring. 

Tbe daisy has been sleeping, 

Folded to the brown earth's breast ; 
Tbe buttercup bas taken 

Quite a long and peaceful rest : 
But gentle Western breezes, 

Floating bigb above them aU, 
Have bidden tbem awaken. 

And they answer to tbe call. 
Tben let us give glad greeting — 

Aye, loud let the welkin ling, 
With sbouts of joyous welcome, 

For tbe fair and bonnie Spring. 
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The trees with buds are covered, 

Trees so brown and bare of late ; 
The lark is blithely singing 

To his patient little mate : 
The perfume of the flowers 

With sweet fragrance fills the air ; 
Oh, God was very gracious 

When He made the Spring sq fair ! 
Then let ns give glad greeting — 

Aye, loud let tte welkin ring, 
With shouts of joyous welcome, 

For the fair and bonnie Spring. 



Cuckoo ! Cuckoo ! 
Habk ! the birdie calling, at the dawning of the day ; 
Look there, I see him sitting on yonder waving spray ; 
And surely Summer snow-storm has fallen in the night. 
For see beneath my window the hedges all are white. 

Cuckoo! Cuckoo! 
'HsA ! the birdie calling, seeming loudly now to sing, 
" Your snow is but May blossom, last flower of the Spring." 

Cuckoo! Cuckoo! 
Hark ! the birdie telling us some tale that will not last ; 
His voice sounds sad this mom, as though mourning for the 

past: 
Oh, listen ! listen I listen ! his notes now seem to ring 
Farewell, a last farewell to the beauties of the Spring ! 

Cuckoo ! Cuckoo ! 
" I usher in this morning the Summer bright and gay, 
Welcoming in sadness the last blossoms of sweet May. 
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Gnckoo ! Guokoo I 
The bloom that's made the hedges with fairy beanty bright 
Warns me / must hasten for this year to take my flight ; 
I cannot bid it welcome with joy sincere and true, 
For its coming only bids me say fEurewell to yon. 

Cuckoo I Cuckoo I 
I'm loth to fly away, but I know that it must be. 
Your Summer-time has come, but there's Bpring beyond the sea." 

Cuckoo ! Cuckoo ! 
Hark I his yoice is dying, as he flies across the lea. 

Cuckoo ! Cuckoo ! 



Welcoue, little violet, 
And yellow crocus bright ; 

Welcome, nodding snowdrop too. 
With blossoms pure and white. 

This year you come fall early, 
To whisper of the Spring, 

That soon o'er hedge and meadow 
A robe of green will fling. 

Of Winter we are weary, 

Its never-ending rain 
Makes all so drear and sombre. 

We long for sun again. 

Por sun to glint and sparkle 
The forest trees among, 

For birds to warble sweetly 
Their early morning song. 
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For Yoioes of the ohildren 
To Bhout with merry glee, 

As peeping from the hedges, 
The primroses they see. 

Oh, Spring-times, sweetest heralds, 
Oh, flowers fresh and fair. 

We thank Him that He scatters 
Thy beauties everywhere. 

We thank Him that 'tis given 

To e'en the very poor. 
To revel in the riches 

Of Nature's bounteous store. 

To them thy fragile blossoms 
The sweetest pleasures bring. 

Then heartily we welcome 
The flowers of the Spring. 



ftirra]^ fox M^^U S^W^Q-^ivntl 

The Winter drear has vanished. 

Yes, vanished with the past ; 
The gay, the happy Spring-time 

Is bursting forth at last : 
The trees are thickly budding. 

The grass begins to grow, 
Hurrah for merry Spring-time, 

That banishes the snow ! 

Our pets, the birds, are winging 
Their flight from o'er the sea ; 

The violet its fragrance 
Sends forth from wood and lea : 
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The daffodils are waying 
As gentle breezes blow, 

Hurrah for merry Spring-time, 
That banishes the snow ! 

The primroses are peeping 

From hedges late so brown, 
The snowdrops have forgotten 

The Winter's dreary frown ; 
The merry lambs are frisking 

Down in the barley mow, 
Hnrrah for merry Spring-time, 

That banishes the snow I 

Now, children, to the woodlands, 

And view the pretty sight, 
A mossy carpet studded 

With flowers fair and bright : 
Shout loud with merry voices, 

(Pluck daisies as you go), 
Hurrah for merry Spring-time, 

That banishes the snow ! 



^t S^tQlltn mh S^omhs of ^8]3[. 

I SEE them in each flower, 

I hear them in each breeze 
That beautifies the branches 

And whispers 'mid the trees ; 
I see them in the hedgerows, 

I hear them in the song 
Of birds that carol blithely 

Those budding twigs among : 



How fall my heart's of gladness, 

I cannot even say, 
For sights and sounds of heauty 

That come with bonnie May. 

I hear them in the meadows, 

I see them as I pass. 
The low of large-eyed cattle. 

The springing of the grass ; 
I hear them in the streamlet, 

I see them on the bank. 
The rippling of the waters, 

The sedges rich and rank : 
How fall my heart's of gladness, 

I cannot even say. 
For sights and sounds of beauty 

That come with bonnie May. 

I hear them in the laughter, 

I see them in the glee 
Of children oowsHp hunting 

On yonder em'rald lea ; 
I hear them in the showers, 

I see them in the sun, 
That beautifying Nature 

Shews how His work is done : 
How full my heart's of gladness, 

I cannot eyen say, 
For sights and sounds of beauty 

That come with bonnie May. 

I hear them in the morning. 
When chanticleer sings loud, 

I see them in the dew-drop, 
I see them in the cloud ; 
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I hear them in the eVningy 

When going to their rest 
The gentle dove coos softLj 

To mate upon her nest : 
How full my heart's of gladness, 

I cannot even say, 
For sights and sounds of heauty 

That come with bonnie May. 

I^hear them in the darkness, 

In nightingale's fnll song ; 
I see them in the heayens, 

Where stars like bright eyes throng ; 
I see and hear them lender 

In Ocean's mighty yoioe ; 
Oh, sounds and sights of May-time, 

Who would ye not rejoice P 
How fall my heart's of gladness, 

I cannot even say, 
For sights and sounds of beauty 

That come with bonnie May. 



S^nginp tat %igm^, 

Retuen, sweetest Spring, with your beautiful fiow'rs. 
Oh, haste to embower this island of ours I 
If s desolate now with its Winterly cold. 
We long for the sheen of thy purple and gold. 

We long for thy snowdrop so fragile and fair. 
Thy Yoilets' perfame to sweeten the air. 
Thy primroses pale from the hedgerows to peep. 
And daisies to wake from their long Winter's sleep. 
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We wait the first notes that with raptaie are heard, 
The trill in the woods of the shy robber bird ;* 
Cuckoo ! to our ears will sweet melody bring, 
For does it not herald your coming, sweet Spring ? 

We anxiously wait from far oyer the main, 

Our pets to return with the South wind again ; 

The trees seem bewailing the absence of song. 

From birds that are wont their thick branches to throng. 

The children are longing, with laughter and shout 
The green meadow grasses to tumble about ; 
Their little wee faces look wizen and old, 
And their poor little limbs are shrunken with cold. 

So hasten your ooming, oh beautiful Spring ! 
The sunshine, the birds, and the sweet flowers bring ! 
And when you airiye our fair woodlands among. 
We'll welcome your yisit with music and song. 



OiTT among the primroses. 

Out beneath the trees. 
Laughing, blushing, whispering, 

Happy moments these ; 
Plucking at the dainty blooms 

Surely 'tisn't much. 
If, by merest accident. 

Fingers meet and touch. 



* The Cuckoo. 



Out among the primrosesy 

Just above the sea, 
Is there some one^s memory 

Wandering with me ; 
Spirit Yoices murmuring 

Sweety and soft, and low, 
As among the primroses, 

Many years ago. 

Out among the primroses, 

Echoed by the birds, 
Sobs of anguish quivering, 

Few and saddened words ; 
Parting for Eternity, 

Kisses raining fast. 
Oh, does some one's memory 

Wander to the past ? 

Out among the primroses, 

I am sitting here, 
Pondering most mournfully 

O'er the time so drear. 
Since those sobs were wailingly 

Borne upon the breeze. 
From amidst the primroses 

O'er the lofty trees. 

Out among the primroses. 

Does his spirit come. 
Speaks in gentle whisperings 

To my heart alone — 
" I am with thee, ever sweet. 

Though so far away. 
Souls amid the primroses 

Meet in bonnie May." 



APPLE BLOSSOMS. 257 



Apple blossoms I apple blossoms ! 

We are glad that you are here, 
For you bring us news of Summer, 

With its days so bright and dear. 
Though the Spring is very lovely, 

With its flowers fair and sweet, 
Yet its winds are oold and biting, 

And its sunbeams quickly fleet. 

Apple blossoms ! apple blossoms ! 

Laughing in the Summer breeze, 
And sham snow-storms o'er us shedding 

As we rest beneath the trees : 
In your bud, or fullest blossom 

You are lovely in our eyes, 
Heralds sweet of bonnie Summer, 

With its blue and sunny skies. 

Apple blossoms ! apple blossoms ! 

Was there e'er so sweet a sight 
As an orchard in its glory 

'Neath the pale moon's silver light P 
Not to me, who heard a question 

'Neath the bloom not long ago. 
Question which I had to answer, 

And the answer was not, *' No ! " 

Apple blossoms ! apple blossoms I 

Linger yet upon the tree, 
That his hand might wreathe a garland 

Of your bloom that day for me : 
The sweet day that is to herald 

The bright Summer of my life. 
When I turn me from the altar. 

And he hails me as his wife. 



s 
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Oh, the Snminer days are coming, are coming, are coming, 
With the mnsic of the birdies, and the wild bees hmnming. 
When the lark will qnickly rise to the blue and sunny skies, 

And roses sweet will bloom upon the tree. 
But to me, oh, sweeter still than bees' hum or birdies' trill, 

Is knowing that my love will come to me, 
For I have the news at last that his ship is sailing fast 

From that land far awav across the sea ! 

Oh, the Summer days are coming, are coming, are coming. 
With the music of the birdies, and the wild bees humming, 
With the long, soft twilight hours, and the scent of thousand 
flow'rs. 

And the nightingale singing in the lane, 
With the dew upon the grass, shedding fragrance as we pass. 

And Southern breezes blowing o'er the plain I 
But, oh, sweeter far to me, is the thought from o'er the sea 

My true love will be coming back again ! 

Oh, the Summer days are coming, are coming, are coming. 
With the music of the birdies, and the wild bees humming, 
To my mind such thoughts will rush, that they almost make 
me blush. 

And I hardly dare utter them to you. 
But I will. This Summer-tide I'm to be — ^my Ronald's bride— 

Tes, the bride of the darling of his crew ; 
Then we both shall sail some day for a country far away. 

With the Summer days bidding you adieu ! 
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All hail to glorious Summer, 
To its sunshine and its shoVrs, 

To its meny woodland warblers, 
And its fragrant-scented flow'rs ! 

All hail to glorious Summer, 
To its streamlet's happy flow, 

To its gre^n and waving branches. 
And its sunset*s rosy glow ! 

All hail to glorious Summer, 
To its quickly growing com. 

To the cry of crake and plover, 
And the lark's song to the mom ! 

All hail to glorious Summer, 
To its breezes soft and sweet. 

To the song of ocean wavelets. 
As they ripple at our feet ! 

All hail to glorious Summer, 
To the bridal of the year. 

To the time when children's voices. 
In their blithest tones we hear ! 

All hail to glorious Summer, 
And all thanks to Him who sends 

Its great bounties and its beauties, 
"With a love that never ends ! 



s li 
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A ST7HMEB BONO. 



1 



^ Strmtnper S^ouq. 

My heart is full of happy song, 

My 80ul is full of praise, 
That He has sent the Summer-time 

The long, bright sunny days ; 
I sing because the birdies sing, 

I danoe to mook the leaves ; 
I laugh because a laugh pervades 

The golden barley sheaves. 

I wonder how a grief can come 

To mar these happy hours, 
In which /revel, like a child, 

Amidst the bright-hued flow'rs ; 
The butterfly its joyous flight 

Takes over wood and stream, 
And as I watch it life to me 

Seems just a fairy dream. 

The ripple of the streamlet sounds 

Like music, rich and rare. 
And hum of thousand insects float 

Upon the fragrant air ; 
I hear the tinkle of the bell 

In some far distant fold ; 
The shepherd's whistle comes across 

The heather-covered wold. 

The labourer his homeward way 

Takes o'er the dewy soil ; 
His children's joyous welcoming 

Repays him for his toil : 
I hear, and see, and all is bright 

Which Summer moments bring, 
And so I cast my cares away, 

And laugh, and dance, and sing. 
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I cannot move with cloudy brow, 

Or mar with angry words 
The beauty of these golden days. 

The music of the birds : 
My soul is fall of gratitude, 

Such thoughts my mind will throng, 
I can not spoil with tear and sigh 

The life God made for song. 



Sl^^lr0mje tlgt S^nimsx. 



Sing a welcome, ring a welcome 

For the Summer nearly come. 

That's going to bring the flower, bird, and bee. 

That's going to bring ^he shout of the children turning out 

To chase the butterfly across the lea. 

Sing a welcome, ring a welcome 

To the branches and the birds, 

To the streamlet as it softly glides along, 

To the gentle Summer breeze as it whispers to the trees ; 

Aye, welcome them, and greet them with a song. 

Sing a welcome, ring a welcome 

To the sunshine and the shade. 

To the dew that sparkles brightly in the grass, 

To the gentle Summer show'rs, to the bonnie bright-hued flow'rs, 

Shedding fragrance on the breeze as we pass. 

Sing a welcome, ring a welcome 

To the rich and bounteous gifts 

Which Nature's bringing freely for the pleasure of the poor. 

Bounties free to all the land, which no money may oommand. 

But shews the love of Him who's watching o'er. 



2612 RSJOIOB IN THE COMINQ ST7MMEB. 



RiKO out, blue bells, for the Summer-time 
That is coming, coming, coming ; 

And, lilies sweet, your melody chime 
With that of the wild bees' humming ! 

King out in glee, oh, ye heather bells. 
For the Summer sun and showers, 

For the Western breeie that sweetly tells 
The birth of the Summer flowers I 

Rin^ out, oh bells of the golden hue — 
Aye, laburnum, wave each tassel, 

F^ the yearly garb> though ever new. 
That vvme$ for both cot and castle ! 

King out> w^texia, on the walls 
W^jur perfume abx^>ad be flinging ; 

Tlie cvvi«^ doY^ to hi$ sweet mate calls, 
Attd the lark is loudly ringing ! 

Ri»g ouU oh bloiMu of the chestnut fadr, 
Frowt YvHur height UH all» the story 

i>f how U«? iVivN?d yv^u in K^auty there, 
A ?«^ of tbs? Summer's glory ! 



Ritt^ outv v'h V^ve$ of the 6xe$t 
A>«% 5jis^ i* your mirth and ^l;idness> 

<><itttt>v»Z aii4> d^jCKe ai the swuted breeie, 
^0^ whis^r oJf ^wf or sailaie^ ! 

Ay^x wvAv.vtti;5^ ruig i»>r thfi^ ^ummor bci^t 

XW ^cv>i *i;*>*flt attd t3t«;» »isjwy s%ht» 
Ayt>i Ufcv^ ^oitc^ouaj? :jtr*%ht rtoai H!«!«t«ii ! 
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The roses blossom gaily, 

Making beds of white and red, 
The graceful fern is waving 

From its cool and mossy bed ; 
The lily in her grandeur. 

Pure and fair — ^yes, oh so white ! 
Uprears her stately beauty 

As a monarch in her might : 
Like fairy music ringing 

Is the murmur of the bee, 
And brooklets sweetly singing 

Make a joyous sound for me : 
All things betray the goodness 

Written by the* hand of God, 
The azure-tinted cloudlets. 

And the beauty of the sod. 

The mother bird is brooding 

On her twig-entangled nest, 
And talking in love's accents 

To the young ones 'neath her breast ; 
Her mate is swinging slowly 

Yonder on that hawthorn spray, 
Too lazy e'en for singing 

Such a bright hot Summer day : 
Low sounds the merry tinkle 

Of the bell in yonder fold. 
The fields of waving barley 

Look like billows tipped with gold : 
All things betray the goodness 

Written by the hand of God, 
The azure-tinted cloudlets. 

And the beauty of the sod. 



Tlie air is foil of fira^nnee 

With tke brwA of new-mown grass, 
Tbat hBa boieatii the sharp seythes 

Of ^ mowers as they pass ; 
There's siloice on the woodlands, 

On tiie hills and TaUeys ronnd — 
A silenoe fall of mnsie, 

With no single jarring sonnd : 
My heart hrims o*er with wonder. 

That, within a world so Mr, 
There is room for pain or sorrow — 

There's room for fiiintest care : 
All things betray the goodness 

Written by the hand of Ood, 
The amre-tinted cloudlets, 

And the beauty of the sod. 

Oh days of Summer's glory. 

Though so fall of peace and rest, 
Ye flee like nightly visions — 

Aye, ye are but dreams at best ; 
Your sunshine and your flowers 

Stem bleak Winter soon will chase, 
We look — ^behold, there'll wander 

'Thwart our gaze another face ; 
A face so old and hoary, 

Shrouded all in spotless white. 
But telling of His glory. 

As thou. Summer, in thy might : 
All things betray the goodness. 

Written by the hand of Gfod, 
The azure-tinted cloudlets 

And the beauty of the sod. 
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Fabewell to yon, oh Summer flowers, 

Farewell to all your gladness ; 
The Antnmn robes this world of onrs 

In tints that breathe of sadness. 

The yellow of the forest trees, 

The birds their swift flight winging ; 

The monmfnl wailing of the breeze 
With Antumn tones are ringing 

Farewell to yon, oh radiant sun, 

Yon tell the same old story ; 
Throngh Summer hours your course you run 

In greatest of your glory. 

You'll sometimes deign to wander forth, 
Through stormy heavens peeping. 

When snow-clouds from the icy North 
O'er all our land are sweeping. 

Farewell to you, oh bonnie birds, 

Our pleasant island leaving ; 
We cannot And too mournful words 

To tell our heartfelt grieving. 

No more to hear the cheerful song 

That ev'ry heart rejoices ; 
No more to watch the swift-winged throng, 

Or note the chirping voices. 

Farewell to you, oh insect tribe, 

Now wintry winds are coming. 
You will not gladden even-tide 

With music-making humming. 
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Tour friends, the blossoms, are at rest, 

Go join yon in their slumbers, 
Next Summer's sun shall touch each breast, 

And wake again your numbers. 

Till then, farewell, oh birds and flow'rs, 
Oh sounds and sights of gladness. 

For Autumn o'er this world of ours 
Has thrown its garb of sadness. 



Ho for the fruitful Autumn, 
The bounty giving Autumn, 

The rustling leaves, the laden sheaves. 
That speak of glowing Autumn ! 

The breeze comes o'er the valley. 

It might be with a sigh 
That Summer's blooming flowers 

So quickly fade and die. 

But oh, full heavy laden 

Those very breezes come. 
With odours of the apple, 

The pear, the quince, the plum. 

They tell of falling showers. 
Of chestnuts rich and brown. 

Of ripe and juicy berries, 
That ev'ry hedgerow crown. 

They speak of wheat and barley 
Safe garnered in the store, 

A full and plenteous harvest 
To tide the Winter o'er. 
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They whisper of the mercy 

Of His most bounteous hand, 
In spreading such a plenty 

Throughout our pleasant land. 

The Summer time is lovely, 

But so is Autumn too ; 
All seasons show His power, 

And what His might can do. 

Ho for the fruitful Autumn, 

The bounty giving Autumn, 
The rustling leaves, the laden sheaves, 

That speak of glowing Autumn ! 



I OWN that Spring is beautiful, 

With all its bonnie flowers, 
Its budding leaves and singing birds. 

Its sunshine and its showers ; 

And that Summer's still more lovely. 
When the flow'rs have reached their prime. 

When the hills and dales are fragrant 
With the purple heath and thyme. 

But to me there is no season 

Throughout all the rolling year, 
Like Autumn, glowing Autumn, 

When the luscious fruits appear ; 

When the keen scythe rushes swiftly 
Through the yellow waving rye. 

And the barley nods and rustles 
As the stirring winds go by ; 



Wben the fnll-eaied com is bending 
'Neath its w&ght of golden grain, 

^leaking of our Maker's bounty, 
Which has come to ns again; 

When the blackberries are sparkling 
With the heavy morning dew; 

When the hazel nnts are felling, 
And the sloe is deepest bine ; 

When the rich grapes hang in clusters. 
Which the vine can hardly bear, 

And when ancient walls are covered 
With the cherry, plnm, and pear ; 

When sweet nectarines and peaches 
Bow the branches of their trees. 

And the chestnuts faHl in showers 
With every passing breeze. 

Then let others praise the seasons, 
And the Summer fairest call. 

But to me the glowing Autumn 
Is the brightest of them all. 



Comfort me, al^ ^isimt I 

AN AUTUMN LAY. 

Wht moumest thou, oh Nature, that the trees their leaves 
haveshedP 

^P^ weep ye, that the blossoms of the Summer-time lie 
deadl* 

Wlxy tdl in sobbing whispers thou art of all hope bereft, 
Ihat in vain thou seekest comfort— no single joy is left ? 
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Ah I know'flt thou not the bright son has bat hid his face awhile, 
That ^a^n again will bloesom when he deigns once more to 

smile? 
That leaves will robe the branches of the grand old forest trees, 
When the Southern winds shall wander across the heaying 

seas? 
Then cease thy wailing, Natore, or my heart will surely break; 
I know the coming Snmmer all thy happiness will wake, 
Whilst mine own has gone for ever, has flitted by with this, 
And no ray of snn will bring me one touch of bygone bliss. 
But I come to thee for comfort, oh well-loved friend of old, 
I seek it in the streamlet and the leaves all tipped with gold ; 
In the roaring, bounding ocean, upon the shell-strewn shore ; 
Then cease thy mournful wailing of *' Gone, gone for evermore.' ' 
Thy glory is but sleeping, but mine own, alas ! is dead ; 
Thy joys will all return to thee, but mine for aye have fled : 
Then, Nature, let thy sorrow for all vanished beauty cease, 
And (thinking of the fature) whisper but of hope and peace. 



Oh leaves so swiftly falling 

With ev'ry breeze. 
Oh birds your farewell calling 

From yonder trees, 
Oh winds so sadly sighing 

O'er all the earth, 
Lamenting Summer's dying. 

And Winter's birth I 

Why say good-bye in sorrow — 

Is there no day ? 
See ye no bright to-morrow. 

Though far away ? 
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'Twill oome again, sweet Summer, 
With flow'r and bee, 

And birds thy flight thon'lt hasten 
From o'er the sea. 

Then wait that time, and banish 

All thoughts of woe, 
The Winter soon will vanish. 

With frost and snow ; 
The snn in all his glory 

Again will beam. 
And Winter's dreary story 

Seem but a dream. 



Haak to that wailing sob, 'tis the voice of Autumn's breeze, 
Whispering its sorrow to the grand old forest trees ; 
Telling how 'tis mourning for the Summer passing by. 
For Mother Nature's flat that leaves and flow'rs must die : 
listen to the sobbing, like the sound of human woe, 
That, watching o'er love's treasures, is bound to let them go ; 
Oh, wind, my heart is aching in sympathy with thine, 
At watching the departure of happy Summer-time. 

I hear thee wildly shrieking, as maniac who grieves 
For dimly visioned pleasures, so thou for falling leaves — 
For leaves that sere and yellow encumber now the ground, 
Instead of robing branches and casting beauty round : 
I hear thy voice, oh breezes, and sadly mourn with thee, 
For beauty that must vanish across the heaving sea — 
For Summer that must leave us to reign in lands afiar, 
We know not till we lose them how fair its beauties are. 
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Aye, thou may'st mourn in anguish, but it is all in vain, 

Not all thy wild regrettings one leaflet can retain ; 

No more thonit steal the perfame from out the rose's breast, 

Nor 'midst the fragrant lilies in wooing languor rest : 

Nor wilt thou softly wander amid the passion floVrs, 

That form in wanton beauty young love's enchanting boVrs ; 

Nor run thy gladsome races with butterfly and bee. 

For with the Summer's sunshine they've passed away from thee. 

Breezes, I am weeping for an Autumn-time like this, 
When sorrows could not touch me, life was so full of bliss ; 
Thy tones then to my bosom bore peace without alloy, 
They seemed to me as ringing with hope and love and joy : 
I had not learned their language of bitter, moumfdl grief, 
'Till love's fair beauty vanished as bloom from yonder leaf ; 
And now my voice is wailing in sympathy with thine, 
For hopes and joys that perish with happy Summer-time. 



WiivAtx. 

We hail thee, oh Winter, we welcome thy birth, 
Once more is thy mantle enrobing the earth. 
In pity thou hidest its brown from our sight. 
Clothe valley, plain, mountain in glistening white. 
All perished the flowers and fallen the leaves, 
And wailing the wind, as some mother who grieves 
The loss of the fairest who gladdened her home, 
'Till beauty like thine comes to stifle her moan. 
On ashes of Summer tby throne is upreared, 
By loss of her glory, to us tfiouWt endeared ; 
We sigh not for verdure, pine not for the bloom, 
Whilst viewing their peerless and beautifdl tomb. 



272 A WELCOME TO CHBISTHAS. 

Ahy who could regret the green leaves when they see 
The diamonds hung on each yerdnreless tree ; 
Or who to monm oyer their mtmc wonld dream, 
When ice-chains are fettering river and stream! 
Ah, heanty is marked on each wee hlade of grass, 
And sweet is the hreath of the flow'rs as we pass, 
And dear to onr hearts is the yolnme of song. 
That rings in the Summer these woodlands among 1 
Still they are but heauties, and watching them go, 
Full gladly we welcome the commg of snow. 
That clothes in such fairy-like splendour the land. 
Though Summer is lovely, thou, Winter, art grand. 



^ Mdtam to ^mtvxli8. 

All hail to thee, Christmas, oh beautiful time. 
Anniversary dear to our hearts art thou ; 

As decking His houses with holly and pine, 
We think of the Babe with the glorious brow ! 

The Babe who was bom amidst poverty drear. 
The roof of a stable to cover His head ; 

The Boy to His people so precious and dear 
Had naught but a manger to claim as His bed. 

Our children delight to go gather the bay, 
And fetch the bright holly and oak from afar, 

Returning at eve they tell tales by the way. 
Of how wise men found Him, and point to the star. 

All hail to thee, Christmas, as time after time, 
Thou bring' st to our minds the sweet story oft told ; 

Our hearts beat with rapture, our happy bells chime 
To welcome the news that will never grow old ! 
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Chive on, ohime oni oh bonnie bells, 

Aye, ring ye out f nil merrily, 
And as yonr music upward swells. 
We too will join it cheerily. 

Happy bells, oh happy bells, 
Sweet the tale your music tells ! 
To our ears ye plainly say, 
" Jesus Christ was bom to-day." 

Ring out the story far and wide. 
Of how the wise men fearlessly 
All took the bright star for their guide. 
And found Him lying cheerlessly. 

Happy bells, oh happy bells, 
Sweet the tale your music tells ! 
To our ears ye plainly say, 
" Jesus Christ was bom to-day." 

Ring out, tell all the world He gave 

His life for ours most lovingly ; 
Say how He came our souls to saye — 
Oh, tell the sweet tale movingly. 

Happy bells, oh happy bells, 
Sweet the tale your music tells, 
To our ears ye plainly say, 
" Jesus Christ was bom to-day." 
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RING OUT. 

BiKG out, ring out, oli Christmas bells, 

From turrets grey and hoary, 
The same sweet tale thy music tells, 

The same peace-bearing story : 
Bing out aloud, ring out aloud, 

Thy strains shall pierce through darkest cloud. 
Though cold and snow the world enshroud. 

We'll listen to thy story. 

Ring out, oh bells, and teU again 

How from the highest Heaven, 
To suffer in this world of pain 

A Babe to us was given : 
Ring out aloud, ring out aloud. 

Thy strains shall pierce through darkest cloud. 
Though cold and snow the world enshroud. 

Thy message shaU be given. 

Ring out, ring out, now high, now low. 

Nor in thy labour dally. 
But crashing let thy music go 

O'er hill and plain and valley : 
Ring out aloud, ring out aloud, 

Thy strains shall pierce through darkest cloud. 
Though cold and snow the world enshroud, 

Peace ring o'er hill and valley. 



THE OLD YEAR AICD THE NEW. 275 



JOYOUS BELLS. 

Ring out the happy tidings free, 
Oh happy hells we joy in thee ; 
In story sweet thy mnsio tells, 
Thou joyous, joyous Christmas bells ; 
Though grief may shadow all the year, 
It flies before thy music clear, 
For doth it not our souls prepare 
To lay on Him all pain and care P 

King out, ring out. 

With joyful shout. 
And let thy music fill the air ! 

Ring out, oh bells, the same old tale 
That drives before it moan and wail, 
That tells us all of One who came 
To save the world from sin and shame ; 
That thunders out in music wild 
The birth news of the wondrous Child, 
Who came to bid your souls prepare 
To cast on Him all pain and care. 

Ring out, ring out. 

With joyful shout, 
And let thy music fill the air ! 



%}lt mtt fm wnit % ^tia. 

We have bidden farewell to the dear Old Year, 

And many have shed o'er the parting a tear ; 

For he bore on his breast away to the past. 

Bright hopes that have failed o'er his short reign to last. 

t"2 
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When Seyenty-six made his first timid bow, 

(As Seyenty-seyen is doing just now). 

He found midst our circle e'en more than one friend, 

Of whom he has seen in this world the last end. 

He brought to us joy, and though mingled with grief, 
We find in his going no wondrous relief ; 
And all we can say to the year dawning new. 
Is — ^the old one is gone, here's a weloome to you. 

We hope that your reign will be one of sweet peace, 
That rumours of warfare and bloodshed will cease ; 
That angry dissensions will wither and die. 
And that foes in the past wiU be friends by-and-bye. 

We trust that your youth will be fair ; that your Spring 
Right early the green budding leaflets will bring ; 
That the breezes of March, and April's soft show'rs, 
Will call forth in beauty the bright Summer flow'rs. 

We pray that your Autumn, fall plenty wiU crown, 
No pestilent blight on your harvest will frown ; 
That earth will yield richly to add to their store, 
And help through your Winter the desolate Poor. 

Those whom at your coming are burdened with pain, 
We hope soon life's sunshine will beam on again ; 
So then at your close, 'twixt a smile and a sigh. 
They'll say we are sorry to bid you good-bye. 



TO THE NEW YEAB. 277 



1879. 

Thkice welcome, New Year, welcome I 

We hail thee with delight, 
As dawn of morning breaking 

Upon the darkest night. 
We'd bury in oblivion. 

We wonld forget for aye, 
The one that in its going 

Took what we loved away — 
Took her, the gentle lady,* 

The fairest of that band 
Which forms the boast and glory 

Of this onr native land. 

We pray that, in thy coming. 

To mourning hearts thou'lt bear 
The wealth, of consolation 

In place of dread despair. 
Oh, whisper to the mother, 

In accents soft and mild, 
Ood's happy angels welcomed 

A sister in her child ; 
And bid the mourning husband. 

Who's lost his joy in life, 
Be comforted that sorrow 

No more can touch his wife. 

Again, the little children, 

Low whii^er in their ear 
That God permits His angels 

To watch o*er loved and dear ; 



* Princess Alice. 
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And she, the gentle mother. 

Though now above the skies, 
Still watches o'er her darlings 

With loving, tender eyes. 
Oh ! New Year, if thy coming 

Snch consolations bring. 
No wonder that thy welcome 

In ev'ry tongne we sing. 

Thrice welcome. New Year, welcome ! 

Bring plenty in thy train ; 
Spring flowers. Summer sunshine, 

And Autumn's golden grain ; 
And, midst thy other blessings. 

Oh ! bring the greatest wealth 
To those who pine in sickness — ' 

The priceless boon of health ; 
And those who mourn in sorrow, 

With golden promise cheer, 
Thus shall we bless thy coming, 

Oh happy, glad New Year ! 



3^0 t^t "^tia ^m, 

1879. 

What boldest thotf in store, oh coming year ? 

What lies for us deep-cradled in thine arms P 
Twelve moons of peace to light no nation's tear.; 

Or war, and want's most dread, most dire alarms I- 

We know not, for the future wisely lies 
So closed, so veiled to all of mortal ken ; 

Bo far beyond the reach of human eyes. 

That we can only watch, and wait. Ah, then! 



TO THZ XKV TTAK, 379 ' 



Oh year, ao neuly Imkb, Bay Hi^ who ragDa 

Above tliia trntsitntj otb of ours 
Kor wnallffrt wish of thoae He loves ^^•^^^^ 

Send thee o'er-fatDBBing wiiL life's faireat flow'n ! 

But anyway, we ^adly wdeMne thee! 

We would target the year that's paasmg by — 
Forget that H waa d noacd far Him to see 

The faheat UoeaoB of old En^knd die ! * 



Oh New Tear, htwHng on the win^ of Hme, 
Bring aolaoe to the hearts that now ao monxn ! 

Let those who loved her most no more repine. 
That she to evedaating joy has gone. 

Oh, whisper sofUy of her troubles here. 
Of honrs of anguish and of weary sigh ; 

Remind us gently of the bitter tear 
She shed, whilst watching tho>e she cherished die ! 

And then, triumphantly proclaimiiig how 
All of earth's grief for her has passed away, 

That tears and aighs no more assail her now. 
Make na rejoice her night is turned to day ! 

Hark ! hark ! the midnight chimes proclaim the hour, 
Farewell, Old Year, sunk in the Pasfs deep well ; 

A thousand welcomes on the new we shower. 
That new, whose stores for us tongue may not teU. 

But be they as they may, let's whisper low 
To thee, oh Year, whose reign has just begun ; 

If joy shall crown that reign, or bitter woe, 
We still will strive to say, ** His will be done." 
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1879. 

Chimb forth, oIl bells, thy welcome 

To swiftly ooming year, 
Our sorrow may it banish, 

And dry a nation's tear : 
We mourn the noblest woman 

Who ever drew a breath. 
Our bonnie Princess Alice, 

Now slumbering in death. 

Death, did I say ? No, perish 

The thought so cold, so chill, 
Eternal Life she's entered, 

By His most blessed will : 
And high above she's watching 

O'er husband, mother, child ; 
Oh bells, tell them the story 

In peals of music wild. 

Speak to her loving people. 

Remind them all of how 
Sad trouble encompassed her, 

Deep sorrow lined her brow ; 
She mourned a noble father. 

She mourned for children dear, 
She's with them and is happy. 

Then should we wish her here ? 

Oh bells, we know our answer. 

But cannot say it yet, 
We realise her glory. 

We feel our own regret : 
And still our tears are dewing 

This saddest of farewells, 
But bring us hope and comfort, 

Ye happy New Year's bells. 




isalkn^otts Wium. 




%0 Pars an }nt iirtl^bas. 

MARCH 18. 1877. 

Little sunny flower, 

Nine years old to-day ; 
Happy, happy Mary, 

Full of mirth and play : 
Priends so true and loying 

Bringing presents rare, 
Making this for Mary, 

F^te day of the year. 
Crowning with Spring flowers, 

Little golden head. 
May His choicest blessings 

Purer fragrance shed ; 
May the wish be granted 

That so many say, 
Happy be for Mary, 

This her natal day. 

Bonnie little flower. 
Coming with the Spring, 

Mary was the birdie 
First begun to sing : 
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Violet oame with her, 

Saw her eyes imolose ; 
Snowdrop, nodding, told her 

Of the shy primrose ; 
Daisy, peeping upwards, 

Prom the soft green sod. 
Asked her if she'd hronght us 

Messages from God ; 
If she was an angel 

Who had flown away, 
Bringing us His hlessing 

On her natal day. 

Loving little Mary, 

True hearts you enthral ; 
Coming with the hlossoms, 

Brightest bud of all : 
Year by year still dearer, 

Filling ev'ry need. 
Blessings on you, Mary, 

Angel you, indeed ! 
And we thank our Father 

For His loving care. 
That He sent our Mary 

life with us to share. 
So we join with others. 

Lovingly to say, 
Happy be for Mary 

EvWy natal day. 
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JULY 31. 1877. 

Oh, quickly comes each morning, 

As quickly does it go ; 
Bnt not one fairer dawning 

Than that eight years ago, 
When Summer roses blossomed, 

Birds sung so blithe and gay. 
To welcome our sweet Edith 

On her first natal day. 

A tiny wee girl angel, 

So lovely to behold. 
With eyes like stars of heaven. 

And curls of shining gold : 
It seemed as if the sunbeams 

Amidst them loved to stray. 
To crown the brow of Edith 

Upon her natal day. 

Oh, bonnie rose-bud, planted 

In the parterre of life, 
May bud burst into blossom, 

All free from care or strife ; 
May angels be the guardians 

Of all thy onward way, 
And watch o'er thee, dear Edith, 

Upon each natal day. 

May love as true and tender 
As ever childhood won 

Be thine, my bonnie flower, 
As long as life shall run : 
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Oh bud of promise, blooming 
Upon our life's highway, 

Gk)d bless thee more, my Edith, 
On eVry natal day. 



We have a merry sunbeam, with laughing azure eyes, 
Riyalling in colour the bright blue Summer skies ; 
Lips like dainty cherries, and her cheeks like roses glow ; 
Bright hair, like golden sunshine, o'er pearly shoulders flow. 

Her hands, though very tiny, yet wield a mighty pow'r. 
Through the loving actions of our bonnie little flow'r ; ^ 
Her gay voice carols music from morning until night : 
And now you know sweet Florrie, our little fedry sprite. 

Almost ere sun has risen from out his rosy bed, 

Florrie's song gives notice that for her the night has fled ; 

Fitter, patter, patter, comes the sound of naked feet ; 

*' Dear Mamma ! " and kisses fall like showers soft and sweet. 

Then comes the work of dressing, performed with dainty care. 
And then, the small hands folded, there follows morning pray'r ; 
** Dear God, bless all those I love," we list to hear her say, 
*^Eeep us safe from harm, dear Lord, and make me good 
to-day 1 " 

But oh I it seems to me, as I watch the upturned face, 
And the little kneeling form before the Throne of Grace, 
That sin could never sully a thing so pure and fair. 
That Gk)d, who made the casket, will keep His jewel there. 
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Truth, woman's fairest jewel, her white and stainless pearl, 
May God endow thee with it, my bright and bonnie girl ; 
May falsehood fly from thee, as night's shadows from the mom, 
That we may bless the day on which onr sweet Flo was bom. 

Now watch the little creature. The morning meal is done. 
And Florence, in the garden, has gone to take a run ; 
See, as she trips it gaily across the well-mown grass. 
There's not a single blossom unnoticed does she pass. 

Look now, the joyous face in a moment dimmed with grief, 
For a butterfly is lying crushed upon a leaf; 
Oh ! loving, loying, tender heart, dropping scalding tears. 
May it feel for human woes as much in future years ! 

The butterfly has vanished from out the morning light, 
A heap of scented rose leaves has hidden it from sight. 
And sweet Florry turns away, a tear still in her eye. 
To think that aught so bright as a butterfly should die. 

But, hark ! a bell is ringing ; its notes, so loud and clear. 
Warn her she must hasten, for her lesson time is near ; 
The hat is laid aside, and, with calm and thoughtful brow, 
AU thoughts of play forgotten, Flo learns her lessons now. 

Thus passes time for Florence, in all she has to do 
We know her pray'r is answered, she is so good and true ; 
She does her work with pleasure, with pleasure takes her play, 
And this each night her question, " Have I been good to-day ?" 

Oh, Florry, this my answer (you know not half the bliss 
With which I give it, darling, with oft repeated kiss), 
" Good ! yes, my bonnie treasure." Then to the Angels bright 
My darling softly murmurs, " Oh I tell dear God to-night." 
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May the month in which thou comest, oh bonnie boy of mine, 
Foretell that sun alone for thee on all Life's path will shine ; 
May-blossoms scent the air, my boy, and primroses rejoice. 
The blue-bells send their fragrance forth in answer to Spring's 

voice ; 
The trees are bowing grandly, and the birds are singing loud. 
All Nature glows in unison from earth to floating cloud ; 
Her voice shouts forth from mountain top, from valley and from 

plain, 
" All thanks to our Creator, I am living once again ! " 
And /, my child — thy mother, child — shall I alone be dumb. 
Nor thank Him for the blessing which to me this Spring has 

come? 
No, no, ten thousand noes, I say in fulness of my joy. 
All thanks to Him, our Father, for my bonnie blue-eyed boy ! 

Thy voice is music to my soul. Though thou may'st not be near, 
In ev'ry sound of Nature, I thy baby accents hear ; 
In bees' low murmur midst the flow'rs, in sky-larks' happy song. 
In whisper of the wavelets as they roll the beach along ; 
In rustling of the branches of those grand old forest trees, 
As they bow in graceful curves to the wooing of the breeze : 
Oh, tiny mite — oh, Horace, but one little moon-tide mine, 
I'm frightened at thy power, for my life seems wrapped in thine • 
I strive to quell the worship that my mother heart will give, 
For think thou, little fledgling, if He should not let thee Uve ! 
If in His mighty wisdom, and to shield thee from all oare, 
He should take thee from thy mother, to swell the throng up 
there I 

'Twas but a moment's 'thought, my boy, and it has passed away ; 
Sufficient is the sorrow or the joy for any day : 
And looking in thy bright blue eyes my eVry fear has flown, 
For thou art mt«c, my beautiful, my very, very own ! 
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The Sim shines in his glory, child, the air with sound is rife. 
Bat not one chord of dissonance, one jarring note of strife. 
Oh, may thy life he pictured, dear, hy this fair month of May, 
Life's flowers and its fairest fruits deck all thy onward way ; 
May'st grow a man — a noble man, may good men grasp thine 

hand. 
And own thy worth, then greater will he none in all the land : 
The fondest prayer I can hreathe — a pray'r without alloy. 
Is, ^* Father, make an honest man of this my honnie hoy I " 



%a %tamxli, on ps iirt]^tras[. 

Seyen years, my hoy. Thou'st reached that fateful age 

When (as we're told) Life turns another page. 

Oh, may its surface hear for theey my hoy, 

I^aught hut a record of the purest joy ! 

The one on which is writ " Finis " to-day. 

In childish innocence has passed away ; 

1^0 mark defaces it, no hlot, no stain ; 

May we at Life's next turning say the same ! 

'T has heen thy lot a happy home to share : 

Thy young days shielded hy Love's watchful care. 

Thou knowest not the words, ** temptation," " sin," 

But knowledge must in this dread page hegin. 

Oh, Leonard, may it only come to thee 

As warning of the shoals that crowd Life's sea, 

So thou may'st steer thy hark in safety, child, 

And write Life's second page," pure," ** undefiled ! " 

Thus to the end may it continue so 

(Life's pages still must turn as ages flow). 

Until the volume is at last complete. 

And endless rest awaits thy world- worn feet. 



u 
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%mi §tlAasttt3i ia Sir ^0«je8 "^ouUiiaxt, 

We'll crown his brow with lanrel, 

We'll laud him to the skies, 
For he has won most nobly 

A fame which never dies. 

The sword he has not wielded — 

No soldier hero he — 
His name is not made famous 

By ocean victory, 

A man of God's own nature — 

A man of tender heart, I 

Who feels the people^ s sorrows, 

And takes the people's part. 

To stem the mighty torrent 

Of persecution's woes — 
To save the Jews from Christiansy 

The good Sir Moses goes. 

To save God's chosen people. 

Who rise with one accord, 
To plead for his protection 

From famine and from sword. 

A man who owns religion, 

As preached by Him above — 
Eeligion true and earnest, 

Whose name means simply Love, 

Love which will aid a brother, 

No matter what his creed, 
Love, knowiDg human beings 

Have each the self-same need. 



A QUESTION. 



291 



Love bating perseontion, 
No matter what its cause, 

'Tis love that rules Sir Moses, 
He's governed by its laws. 

He labours for its glory. 

With hand and heart and soul, 
Then shall his name be written 

On Fame's most noble scroll. 



Would it have happened, oh, my darling, say — 
Could yon and I have once foreseen this day. 
Would you have bent the suppliant lover's knee. 
And pleaded so for more than life from me P 
Had conscience softly whispered. in your ear, 
'* The time will come when ceasing to be dear, 
Your heart will spurn the love you bid her give, 
And wonder at her pray'r, * Oh, let it live ! ' 
Aye, wonder she should dare the boon to crave, 
That priceless boon which you implored, she gave.^^ 
Say, darling, had but conscience spoken so. 
Would you have clouded all my life with woe- 
Would mem'ry e'er have pictured that bright scene 
Which floats athwart my vision like a dream — 
Two heads low bent some illustrations o'er, 
Two hands close clasped which ne'er had clasped before, 
A strong arm round a fragile figure thrown. 
Low passion-uttered words, " My own ! My own ! " 
A little head close nestled to your breast. 
Warm clinging lips — no need to paint the rest ? 
No need, God ! no need thought to employ 
To paint the life we lived so full of joy : 
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No brain could picture, and no tongue could tell, 
The bliss of those dear hours we knew so well : 
No need to paint the quickly flying time, 
The fading Summer and the Autumn's prime ; 
Alike to us were sunshine and cold show'rs, 
So warmly glowed that happy love of ours : 
No need to paint the Winter's snow and frost, 
When, like the Summer's glory, Love was lost — 
Tossed here and there on Slander^ s loathsome sea, 
Until engulfed lay all life's joys for me. 
Oh ! is there need to paint how mem'ry swells 
At unforgotten sounds of Christmas bells — 
Need to portray an open snow-clad square, 
Need to recoimt the auguished partiog there ? 
My God I will mem'ry ever more efface 
The sight of that mosUloved yet cursed place ? 
No more ! No more ! Yet, darling, could I fill ^ 
The cup of misery more brimming still ; 
Yet could I tell how swiftly -passing years 
Bring naught for me save bitter sighs and tears. 
But I'll refrain. Returning to my task, 
My first put question once again I'll ask, 
Would it have happened, oh, my darling, «ay, 
Could you and I have once foreseen this day ? 



i^st at %ml 

ANSWER TO A QUESTION. 

Mr question's answered, oh, my darling, now ; 

And never more a doubt this heart shall thrill ; 
For hast thou not, to-night, with earnest vow, 

Sworn thou art mine, and only mine, love, still ? 
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Aye, sworn no slanderous words shall touch my fame, 

No coward's shaft strike me from out thy breast ; 
Thoult listen to no envy prompted blame, 

Oh, love, it is enough— my soul's at rest I 
I yet might yearn to have thee at my side. 

To listen to no music but thy voice. 
That cannot be ; still, now, whatever betide, 

Thoughts, loving thoughts, will bid my heart rejoice. 
I've lived so long, my darling, 'neath a cloud. 

Of bitter woe, of overwhelming grief. 
So used to weeping I still sob aloud. 

But these are sobs of joy, and bring relief. 
I «lose mine eyes, and see thee as to-night, 

I saw thee 'neath the bright moon's glitt'ring rays ; 
Mine hands still tremble 'neath thy pressure tight. 

And in mine ears still ring thy tones of praise. 
I hear those words, " My own, I love thee now, 

As much as ever in those days of yore ; 
I have been true, am true, to eVry vow. 

That, in that long gone happy past, we swore. 
No woman breathing e'er can tabe thy place. 

No other live within my constant heart. 
For me smiles deck in vain a woman's face — 

I see them not ibr those that veil their dart. 
If thou hast sufEered, think'st thou I've been free ; 

If thou hast wept away those weary years. 
What, oh I my darling, have they been to me — 

A man — denied the blest relief of tears ? 
See, now, I take thy little hands in mine, 

Again I gaze within thy love-lit eyes, 
And swear, by yonder stars that o'er us shine, 

No woman's love or thoughts save thine I prize. 
Believe me, darling, and from this blest night 

Let us in gladness take our onward way ; 
Again the radiant stars have heard us plight 

Such vows as (while life lasts) can ne'er decay I " 
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These are the words I heard from thee, my love, 

These are the words that thrill my soul with joy, 
And though termed false hy angel hosts ahoye, 

My faith in thee those hosts could ne'er destroy. 
We've fought love's battle, but to-night it ends ; 

To-night we bury those harsh mid-way years, 
The joy of long ago and new joy blends, 

And, 'twixt them, drive away all sighs and tears. 



Jtt "^maxmm. 



I HAVE listened to thy music 

Till mine eyes have filled with tears. 
Or mine heart with joyous rapture 

That has killed the grief of years. 
I have nightly heard it floating 

Through the stately Granville Hall, 
But to me the dear old " Keel Row " 

Was the sweetest air of all. 
But the '* Keel Row,?' bonnie " Keel Row,' 

Never, never more shall sound : 
For thou, tJiou art calmly sleeping 

Low beneath the cold, cold ground. 

And with thee for ever slumbers 

The sweet music of thy flute. 
We shall hear no more its numbers, 

For its voice, like thee, is mute ; 
But full oft will mem'ry waken 

To its echo, sweet and clear, 
When the music of thy comrades 

In the Granville Hall we hear. 
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But the " Keel Row," bonnie " Keel Row," 
Never, neyer more shall sound, 

For thou, ihou art calmly sleeping 
Low beneath the cold, cold ground. 

There will hang a cloud of sadness 

O'er fair music's world awhile ; 
I shall miss as well the greeting 

Of thy kind and friendly smile ; 
And I can but grieve Life's journey 

Is for thee so swiftly o'er. 
And thy flute's sweet tones are silent, 

With thy voice for evermore. 
Now the ** Keel Row." bonnie " Keel Row," 

Never, never more shall sound. 
For thou, thou art calmly sleeping 

Low beneath the cold, cold ground. 



Sleep, mother — sleep, darling, soft be thy slumber, 

All hushed be earth's sighs and its troubles for thee, 
Here they have burdened thy life without number, 

Then sleep, mother — sleep, darling, now thou art free. 
Angels have wandered from Heaven to carry 

The one we love most to the realms of the blest. 
But oh, though so dear, we'd not have thee tarry, 

In agony, dearest, awaiting thy rest ! 

Sleep, mother — sleep, darling, bright is the vision 
That whilst I am talking bursts full on thy sight. 

Ever-green mountains and valleys elysium, 
A throne which gives back His most glorious Hght. 
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Streaau wiiote Mr waters reflect on their bosoms 
The forms of the freed as they flit to and fro. 

Trees that ne'er droop and their sweet fadeless blossoms, 
Oh, oould we again wish thee back midst our woe ! 

Sleep, mother — sleep, darling, sleep, but here only. 

Ah, well do we know thoa'st awakened on high, 
Ixmngly welcomed, not friendless and lonelj. 

Bat one amongst millions who weep not nor die. 
Farewell then, mother, bnt if it be given 

To watch o'er the loved ones to whom thoa gav'st birth, 
Breathe to onr sonls of the glories of Heaven, 

And make ns resigned to thy loss npon earth. 



g£8t, little '^w^m, gtst. 

Best, little maiden, rest ! 

Strong IB the noon-tide heat ; 
Best, little maiden, rest. 

Ere weary grow thy feet. 
The Summer roses blossom, 

And the merry brooklets siog. 
The bee and birdie hover 

High on swift and tireless wing ; 
The barley mstles gaily, 

From its midst the poppies peep ; 
When Nature shews such beauty 

Is the time to go to sleep. 

Best, little maiden, rest I 
The harvest time is nigh ; 

The reaper reaps the flow'rs, 
Kot leaves them here to die. 
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The Winter is so dreary, 

When the world in snow is rolled ; 
He knows the fragile blossoms 

Wonld all perish with the cold, 
So takes them in their beauty, 

When the world is fair and bright, 
When noon for them is beaming. 

And they've never known the night. 

Rest, little maiden, rest I 

The mighty reaper, Death, 
Hath softly closed thine eyes. 

And gently hushed thy breath. 
Ere thou oould'st know a sorrow. 

Or e'en give one heartfelt sigh, 
He bade thee join the angels 

In those blessed realms on high. 
Though here thou leavest Summer, 

Still for Winter we prepare. 
But oh, eternal sunshine 

Brightly beams for thee up there. 

Rest, little maiden, rest ! 

So golden lies thy track. 
That dearly as thou'rt loved 

We could not call thee back. 
This world is filled with anguish. 

And so many struggling here 
Would gladly join thy slumber. 

And escape its vistas drear. 
So fare thee well, sweet Edith, 

We will lie thee down to rest. 
Where sun will kiss the flowers 

As they blossom on thy breast. 
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Dead ! dead ! look down, oh star above, 

He*s dead, my world, my all ; 
The only one I had to love 

Is gone beyond recall. 
It seems to me but yesternight, 

Those three short years ago, 
You heard us here together plight 

Our love for weal or woe. 
Those three short years, those three short years. 

How swiftly have they fled, 
ffe kept them free from sighs or tears. 

And now he lies there dead. 

Dead ! dead ! and can it be, oh star, 

You shine on all the same ? 
Has death — his death — no pow'r to mar 

The brightness of your flame ? 
To me your light is pale and dim, 

I cannot see it now. 
As when it used to shine on him, 

And kiss his noble brow. 
Those three short years, those three short years, 

How swiftly have they fled, 
Se kept them free from sighs or tears, 

And now he lies there dead. 

Dead ! dead ! oh star, your radiance hide, 

JTc used to love your light ! 
Fve heard him murmur by my side, 

** How beautiful is night ! " 
How beautiful ! He little knew 

Life's night was dark and drear. 
Not bright, as that portrayed by you. 

Oh star of yonder sphere. 
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Those three short years, those three short years, 

How swiftly have they fled, 
He kept them free from sighs or tears. 

And now he lies there demd. 

Dead ! dead ! oh star, say, can yon see 

The happy angel band ? 
And is my loyed one watching me 

From yonder radiant land P 
'Tis true that 'neath this sable pall 

The senseless body lies, 
But he, my love, my life, my all, 

Now dwells beyond the skies. 
Those three short years, those three short years, 

How swiftly have they fled. 
He kept them free from sighs or tears. 

And now he lies there dead. 

Dead ! dead ! oh star, was ever heard 

A wail so sad, so lone, 
As lies within that little word — 

Dead ! dead ! so like a moan ? 
A moan that never, never more 

Shall cease within my breast. 
Until the toils of life are o'er, 

And by his side I rest. 
Those three short years, those three short years, 

How swiftly have they fled ! 
He kept them free irom sighs or tears, 

And now he lies there dead. 
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MY BOY 18 DEAD. 




S 10$ is ijealr* 



'* Why speak ye thus in kindness, 

Why bid me weep wild tears, 
And say 'twill ease the grief that 

Most tinge all fatnre years P 
Oh, know ye not my life, my all, 

My greatest joy has fled ? 
Aye, gently kiss the bonnie brow. 

He's dead, my boy is dead : 
My boy is dead. 

I feel not now the anguish ; 

My ev'ry pulse is nnmb : 
Why ask for tears and mnrmnrs. 

When grief allows of none ? 
See how he lies so still and white ! 

Yon sunbeam gilds his head : 
Aye, kiss him gently, softly now. 

He's dead, my boy is dead : 
My boy is dead. 

Hush, hush I he calmly slumbers ! — 

Ah ! I forgot the time 
Had passed when sounds would wake him- 

Not e'en this Yia.ee of mine. 
The little hands are folded now, 

As when the pray'r he said 
* Ood bless Mamma ; ' but never more. 

He's dead, my boy is dead : 

My boy is dead. 

Good-bye ; but not for ever." 

She stooped to kiss his brow ! 
Aye, slumber on together ; 

There'll be no sonow now. 
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We'll lay them down to take their rest 

Within the self-same hed, 
The boy upon his mother's breast — 

The3r're dead ; they both are dead ; 
They both are dead. 



"^mon's %tamt. 



Calk, calm be thy rest, sweetest, sound be thy slumbers, 

Eternity's opened full early to thee ; 
Thine ear, but attuned to love's tenderest numbers, 

No harsh tone will grieve in the long years to be. 

We've loved thee, Leonie, we've loved thee, our treasure, 
How much. He who gave thee alone, dear, can know ; 

And yet in our sorrow. His love we can measure, 
And bow to the will which has saved thee from woe. 

Oh, darling, life's journey is weary and lonely. 
And grief seems the sturdiest plant on its sod ; 

Our sore hearts find comfort (if in this thought only), 
The plant groweth not near the throne of thy God. 

Ah ! rest thee, Leonie, our darling, our blessing, 
Fast closed to the world are thy bonnie blue eyes, 

But opened in wonder, 'neath Angels' caressing. 
They glitter like stars in yon radiant skies. 

I kiss the sweet marble that Heth before me. 
The white chiselled lips, and the beautiful brow ; 

But 'tis not thecy childie, thou^rt hovering o'er me, 
'Tis but the gem's casket I'm gazing on now. 
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The snowdiops are blooming, Leonie, my flower, 

Fit emblems of thou in thy purity, they ; 
Oh, Death—oh, great reaper, why use thy dread power. 

To steal her, our beautiful blossom, away ? 

Ah, Leo, beloYed, one mom^ifs rebeUing 

Was caused by the thoughts of those flowers of Spring, 
That they should bloom brightly above thy oold dwelling. 

That birds o'er thy bosom should flutter and sing. 

Again, Fm f o^etting 'tis not thee we're lying 
Low 'neath tiie snowdrops that blossom the sod ; 

Again, I repeat, o'er the casket we're sighing. 
The pern brightly gleams in the crown of our Ood. 

Farewell, then, Leonie, we'll sQence our weeping, 
Knowing thou'rt safe in the long years to come — 

Yes, saie in thy HesTenly Father's own keeping. 
One of the blessed surrounding His throne. 

And when in the years that are Tisioned so dimly. 
Shall come to us freedom frran sorrow and woe. 

Our first hope will be (no matter how inly) 
That 'tb to Leonie, our baby, we go. 



I 






Slsxp on, thou weaiy one, oh rest, 
I Life's storms for thee are o'er ; 

And safe upon thy Sayiour's Ineast, 
Thoult nerer sorrow more. 

Thy gentle Toiee is missed by all. 

But it is better so. 
We would not if we could leeaQ 

Thee to this worid of woe. 



: ^ ^farefodl to p. S. \ 
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For what was life to thee but oare, 
Earths joys for thee were not, 

No husband and no ohild to share 
Thy sad and weary lot. 

It would be surely sin to mourni 

That thou at last art free, 
That all the trouble thou hast borne 

Is passed away from thee. 

Then gently we will lie thee down, 

Beneath the soft green sod, 
So hide thee from this cold world's frown, 

And leave thee to thy God. 

We know that at the last great day, 

Thou'lt rise beyond the sky, 
And join the saints' triumphant lay, 

" Glory to the Most High P " 



Faeewell, my bonnie baby, 
'Tis hard from thee to sever. 
To lose from earth our dearest 

For ever. 

No more to hear the music 
Of morning's tender greeting ; 
Oar life with thee was joyous. 

Though fleeting. 

No more to feel thy kisses. 

To watch thy bright eyes glisten. 

In vain for fairy footsteps 

To listen. 
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ON THE DEATH OP MR. A8HD0WN. 



Thy cludr stands in the comer, 
Thy toys the floor is strewing ; 
I used to chide thee causing 

Their ruin. 

How ev'ry word of anger, 
Though but in love 'twas given, 
Doth smite me now thou'st wandered 

To Heaven ! 

The thought comes in my sorrow, 
To still my bitter weeping, 
Thou are not dead, sweet Mabel, 

But sleeping. 

He called thee hence in mercy. 
Though bright thy life was dawning. 
Earth's woes might still have clouded 

Thy morning. 

So fare thee well, my darling. 
My we who here must sever 
Be at the last great Waking 

Together. 



@tt % i«at& of Pr. J^8Pfltott» 

KILLED BY A FALL OF CUFF ON THE GRANVILLE MARINA. 

JULY 6, 1877. 

Just fancy ! nearly finished, we shall proudly hail each guest 
Who comes to view our labour, whilst to-day we take a rest ; 
We've planted blooming flowers, and the banners wave on high, 
To greet the stately party that is coming by-and-by. 
Our labour's nearly over, and the worst is surely past, 
For the road through the Marina is safely made at last; 
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The cliffs were hard to manage, and we feared they would not 

stand, 
For Nature took them from us with her own most mighty hand. 
But again we've battled with her, and we've overcome her now, 
And a roadway of our making stands boldly on her brow — 
A roadway o'er which carriages will pass in crowds to-day, 
How proudly shall we cheer them as we watoh their onward way. 
And know by our exertions that the road will bear the weight 
Of those carriages and horses, and their precious human freight ! 

Hark ! mates ! — oh, listen ! what's that sound ? again that 

fearful call ! 
Look, mates ! — see ! see ! tfie dust clouds, and the cliffs — they 

f aU ! they fall ! 
God of mercy, hear us, grant Thou no mate is nigh ! 
No, no, no, 'twould be too cruel on such a day to die. 
Gall all the hands together, for we shall not know till then, 
Loudly answer to your names every one of you, good men. 
That's right, that's right, that's right, but there's Ashdown 

should be here ; 
Oh, comrades, is he lying 'neath those huge chalk boulders near P 
Let's look for him — let's work, men, as we've never worked 

before. 
Though long ere we can reach him all his sorrows will be o'er. 
Ah, gently, comrades, gently now, see, there he calmly lies, 
The death seal set upon his brow, no light within his eyes ; 
The banners wave, the flowers bloom, but all their beauty's fled. 
For he who helped to raise and plant now lies amidst them 

dead. 



He has fought his last great battle and died amidst its strife, 
For the cruel cliff has fallen, depriving him of life. 
But oh, had it stood defiant in all its mighty pow'r. 
What would have been the consequence within this coming 
hour? 
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Ah, little do our stately guests who're hasting to us think 
How near, how very near they've stood upon death's somhre 

brink! 
That Nature, though we chide her, has but raised her arm to 

save 
Those guests whom we would honour from a swift, untimely 

grave. 
Farewell to you, old comrade, you have laboured hard and true, 
Now the toil is left for us whilst the rest is all for you. 
^ We would have kept you with us, but a stronger will than ours 
Has bidden you go slumber 'neath the bright-hued Summer 

flow'rs. 
We'll not forget you, comrade, though beneath the ground you j 

lie. 
Although we own on such a day 'tis very hard to die. 



^0i %ost, hd Qom "^tfoxt. 

Tou are gone to the land of the leal, dear Mend, 

Tou are gone to the land of the true, 
And the vistas of Heaven, all closed to us, 

Are now opened for ever to you. 
Oh, our pathway on earth is but hard, dear friend, 

Midst its roses lie many a thorn. 
But all hidden for you to the end of time, | 

Tou are gone to your rest in Life's mom. 
Tou are gone on the journey we all must take, ' 

Has been taken by dear ones of yore. 
And we know, though we weep at saying farewell, 

Tou're not lost, but have hastened before. 
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Etemity'B sea rolls between us, dear friend, 

But the arms which have borne you across, 
In the time when He lets ns repose from toil, 

Will return at His bidding for us. 
And gladly we'll welcome their coming, dear friend, 

It will end for us sorrow and strife, 
"Will bid us to join you in regions above. 

And so cease the dread battle of life. 
So at Heaven's gate give us welcome, dear friend, 

When our spirits shall thitherward soar, 
We know you're not deadf though we bid you fareweU, 

No, not lostf only gone on before. 



%llt Wirhoij'i J'arjefojell t0 l^jer owlg Cj^riKr, 

Fakewell, darling, thou art going 

To the land toe may not see. 
Swift thy stream of life is flowing 

Into vast eternity. 

Oh, my darling, when the morrow 

On us mortals here shall break, 
Free from care, from pain, from sorrow. 

In thy glory thou shalt wake. 

Never more the pitter patter 

Of the little restless feet. 
Never more the clitter clatter 

Of the voice like music sweet. 

Bonnie, blue-eyed, fairy maiden, 

It is hard to let thee go ; 
And my heart is heavy laden 

With its mighty, tearless woe. 



X 2 
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TO THE TREES AT TIVOLI, NEAB MARGATE. 



Oh, my darling, from high Heaven, 
Thou wilt sometimes look and see 

What to Him I've sadly given, 
He had only lent to me. 



Tell Him that thy mother's longing 
Is to reach that happy home ; 

There with thee and angels thronging, 
Help to praise Him on His throne. 

Softly now thy brow caressing — 
Ah ! thy spirit's taken flight. 

Fare thee well, my heart's one blessing, 
Here on earth a last good night. 



I LOVE thee, trees ! 'Neath thine umbrageous shade 
How many pleasant, thoughtful hours I've laid, 
Tracing with awe and wonder-stricken eyes 
The phantom forms that flitted o'er the skies, 
Fantastic clouds all tipped with fleecy light, 
Or crowned with rose hues at approaching night, 
Anon with radiant stars like gems thick set 
That though so lovely filled me with regret ; 
For in their track came cool and chilly breeze, 
Whisp'ring amidst thy waving branches, trees, 
Of house-roof's shelter from the too cool air 
Of banishment for hours from scenes so fair. 

I love thee, trees ! For when heart-seared with grief, 
I've listened to thy songs, and found relief; 
When eyes were heavy with their unshed tears, 
And soul was troubled with vague, trembling fears ; 
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Hope in thy murmurings hath found a Toice, 
And shouted forth, " Fear not, rejoice, rejoice ! " 
When others have been harsh, thou hast been kind^ 
Hath filled with love and tenderness my mind ; 
Hath caused my thoughts in written words to flow, 
Till others have been led sweet peace to know ; 
A peace that owed its birth but to thy pow'r, 
Breathed forth in melody of bird and flow'r. 

I love thee, trees ! Thy shelter's more to me 

Than stately piles of brickwork e'er could be ; 

like weary infant seeks its mother's breast, ^ 

So do I seek thy shade in which to rest. 

Thou'rt more to me than human (so-called) friends, 

For thine's a sympathy which never ends ; 

When weary of the world, its cares and strife, 

I fly to thee, to cheer anew my life. 

1^0 wonder at that dusky, dark-browed band,* 

Who wander outcasts o'er our pleasant land. 

Despising house-roofs, 'neath the trees to roam. 

And speaking of the forest depths as hotne. 

I love thee, trees ! Long may thy stately forms 

Defy the power of our wildest storms ; 

May fature generations come to see . 

The beauty thou bestow'st on Tivoli. 

May birds continue thy fair boughs to throng. 

And fill the hollow with their dulcet song ! 

Oh, Tivoli, to me thou art so dear, 

For sake of mem'ries which have wooed me here. 

I feel thy portrait in mine heart will stay. 

Though I might wander from thee far away. 

For thee, oh trees, my love no tongue can tell ; 

Sweet spot, I leave thee now — Good night, farewell ! 
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(dedicated to the owner, captain cotton.) 

Oh, groyes of Quex, how beautiful thy shade, 
How full of Nature's richest gifts each glade, 
From Tiolet, which scents the first Spring breeze, 
To topmost boughs that wave on yonder trees. 
I love to roam along thy swards at will, 
Or rest me idly on some mimic hiU, 
Where I can ponder o'er those days of old. 
When Quex was birth-place of the brave and bold ; 
When she, whose beauty (yonder pillar's theme) 
Made life to one fond heart a Summer's dream. 
She sleeps, nor could that peerless beauty save 
Its owner from all Nature's goal — the grave. 
Oh, home of Q,uex, what childish feet have strayed 
Along thy floor, earth's sweetest music made 
What cries of childish pain have caused a dart 
Of fear to pierce more than one mother's heart. 
Hearts that lie silent now within each breast, 
Poor weary hearts, gone to eternal rest ; 
Whilst those who caused them joy, or anguish deep. 
Have followed in their parents' track — and sleep. 
Ohy shrubs of Quex, couldst thou but speak to me. 
What would thy whispered tales of past time be ? 
Could'st tell of lover's vows, most fondly sworn. 
Long ere the passing century was bom ? 
Might be that they proved false, those vows of old 
Perished (as vows oft now) for lack of gold. 
Or couldst thou whisper darker tales than these. 
When scent of blood passed o'er thee on the breeze. 
When in thy darkest shade lurked trait'rous crime ; 
Oh, shrubs of Quex, couldst tell of such a time ? 



DAWUSH. 
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My heart is heayy, with its imshed tears, 

At thoughts so sad of all those yanished years, 

So let them go. "Well has some writer said — 

" Forget ! let the dead past hury its dead." 

J will it so, oh Quex, /live, J live, 

And reyel in the joys thou yet canst give ; 

Pain, care, I to the wanton breezes fling, 

Scent thy sweet fragrance, hear thy wild birds sing, 

Not even let harsh words my spirit vex, 

Though here to-day I've heard e'en them, oh Quex ! 

Perhaps for them no more my steps will stray 

Along thy sward, or o'er thy shady way ; 

But, be it as Fate wills, I'm loth to go. 

For thou art fair, and I have loved thee so. 

Tut, tut, I'll say no more, 'twas wounded pride 

That would have spoken, there is naught beside ; 

I'll come to thee again, and yet again. 

Forget in future pleasure, present pain. 

But now, farewell, oh groves and glades of Quex I 

Whose beauties words of mine oould ne'er index. 



^afoli^l^* 



Dawlish valley, thou art lovely 

As a poet " painter's " dream. 
From the woods that o'er thee tower. 

To thy rippling laughing stream ; 
From the lanes that form thy girdle, 

To the sea that fronts thy breast. 
Has our Mother Nature formed thee 

For a spot of perfect rest. 



812 DAWLI8H. 



Who has timd to think of sorrow, 

Roaming through each leafy lane, 
Where the ferns and soft-gre^n mosses 

Woo them from all thoughts of pain ; 
Where the grand old trees are bowing, 

And the birds sing on the spray, 
Till the heart must cease from grieving, 

And be happy e'en as they. 

Who, while list'ing to the music 

(As it runs o'er pebbles white) 
Of thy dancing, bounding streamlet, 

Could but listen with delight, 
Could but fancy happy voices. 

In each foamy little fall, 
Or the sound of joyous laughter 

In its rippling tones recaU. 

Dawlish valley, thou art lovely, 

Or it seemeth so to me. 
As I pace along thy meadows. 

Or beside the sounding sea. 
That for ever sings thy praises 

To the ones who will but hear, 
As thy little streamlet mingles 

With its waters bright and clear. 

But perhaps thy greatest beauty 

Is the church far up the glade. 
Which thy people, for long ages. 

Have their earthly Zion made, 
And its moss- stained gray old tower. 

Tale of sweetest import tells. 
As each day of rest is welcomed 

By the crashing of its bells. 



DBVOK. 
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Their silvery tongues chime loudly 

Down thy sunny vale so sweet, 
And far out upon the ocean 

The brave, hardy fishers greet ; 
Up, up the stately avenues 

Of the ancient forest trees, 
Does the thrilling tide of music 

Surge upon the scented breeze. 

Higher still, and yet, yet higher, 

To the bright, blue skies above, 
Do the bells' sweet voices rising, 

Speak of hope, and joy, and love ; 
Till they reach His earnest people, 

Call them to His house of pray'r. 
And so, after all, sweet Dawlish, 

Is thy greatest beauty there. 

Thou art lovely, Dawlish valley, 

In the sunshine or the shade, 
For the voice of Nature speaketh 

In each lane and leafy glade : 
All of worldly griefs seem hidden 

'Neath thy blossom covered breast, 
And thy beauty doth but \diisper 

Of most perfect peace and rest. 



Oh, should you yearn for valleys fair, 
For leafy lanes without compare, 
For sweetly perfumed, balmy air, 
Go, seek them all in Devon. 
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DEVON. 



Or shoiild you rather mouiitains high. 
Whose tops would seem to pierce the sky, 
To climb, which would be yain to try, 
Such will you find in Devon. 

If rippling streamlets be your thought, 
To rushing rivers swiftly brought, 
They're found in numbers, if but sought 
Within the heart of Devon. 

If grand old ruins you'd explore. 
Or versed become in ancient lore, 
Oh, mighty is the boundless store 
Possessed by bonnie Devon. 

On hill-top but five minutes stand, 
And gaze about on either hand, 
You'll deem yourself in fairy land. 
So beautiful is Devon. 

Look for a moment to your right. 

Grand rocks and cliffs burst on your sight. 

And ocean surges in its might, 

To guard the coasts of Devon. 

• 

Again behold, lo, at your feet 
Some peaceful vale your glances meet. 
Where purling brooks and meadows sweet 
Proclaim the wealth of Devon. 

And then upon your left you turn. 
Behold the fiow'ry brake and bum. 
The ravine deep, the mountain stem. 
Bespeak our giund old Devon. 

Oh, beautiful beyond compare, 
With all of grandeur rich and rare, 
Art thou, my bright and ever fair, 
My bonnie native Devon. 
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%iixt% on % gwtrtjjcti&je Wnnmm at SStalm^t 

" Ate, make your boats taut, boys, all make your boats taut ; 

Yon dark clouds above us loom not there for naught : 

The sea is inrolling with deep sullen moan, 

The old trees about us do nothing but groan. 

A big storm is brewing — no common one though, 

I'm old, and full fiercely IVe heard the winds blow, 

But wind's brewing now such as never I heard ; 

So make your boats taut, boys, attend to my word." 

Thus spoke an old salt to his mates of the sea. 

Whilst watching the storm clouds rise fast on their lee ; 

His fear was for those out in vessel and boat. 

He thought but of danger to sailors afloat. 

But safely rode they on the sea's open breast. 

Full calmly and peacefully took they their rest ; 

Not frightened by Nature's dread voice or her frowns, 

For cyclones breathed not 'midst the ships in the Downs. 

Oh, no, 'twas reserved for the dwellers on shore ; 

The fall of rain torrents — the tempest's wild roar. 

The wreck of each homestead that cyclone could reach 

Was perfect as ever was wreck on the beach. 

The morning dawned darkly, and swift fell the rain ; 

The wind shrieked aloud like a spirit in pain 

It chafed and it fretted as though its mad course 

Was checked by some unseen and powerful force ; 

UntLL, like a demon in maddest of wrath, 

It (loosened) sprang forth on its terrible path : 

Swift bearing before it tree, housetop, and waU, 

Crash following crash, and fall echoing fall. 

Five minutes sufficed for its fury to last ; 

But what of the scene when those minutes were past P 

The fair Kentish homes, in their beauty and pride. 

Were levelled to earth, or their roofs thrown aside. 
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The horror-Btruck dwellera in terror shrunk low, 

Exposed by the pitiless blast of the foe. 

Grand trees that for ages their boughs had upreaxed 

Entangled and prone on earth's bosom appeared ; 

Whole farm-yajrds destroyed— their contents widely 

spread, 
The men and their charges from fright almost dead. 
AU this devastation five minutes record, 
Ah, yes, 'twas as rife as by pillage or sword ; 
And Walmer a desolate ruin now lies, 
A proof of God's pow'r to incredulous eyes. 



ON THE RESCUE OF A SHIPWRECKED CREW OFF THE ROYAL 
CRESCENT, MARGATE, DURING THE FEARFUL GALE ON SUNDAY 
NOVEMBER 25, 1877. 

Oh, Storm Fiend, say, whence camest thou last night, 

When hush of sleep had calmed each weary brow, 
When peace and safety spoke in ev'ry light 

That danced from yonder tossing vessel's prow ? 
But matters not thine advent — ^here thou art, 

Spreading destruction over sea and land. 
Filling with terror dire each beating heart. 

Whose breathless owner walks the wreck-stewn sand. 
Ah, hast not had enough e'en now, oh blast, 

Enough of battle with yon rolling waves. 
But must thou bid their angry fury last 

Till those poor creatures sink in wat'ry graves P 
Why, why must we stand here, so helpless too, 

And watch our fellow-creatures perish there P 
Can none be found to help that shipwrecked crew, 

So near, we hear their cries of wild despair ? 
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See, there they wave their caps, as if to bid 

Farewell to those they know no help can give. 
They're gone ! Or are they but by foam-clouds hid ? 

Thank God, 'tis so ! they climb the mast — they live ! 
What's that we see amid the breakers float ? 

'Tis hidden now. Again it comes to view — 
Can, can it be ! It is our own Life Boat, 

Manned by a gallant and brave-hearted crew. 
God speed thee ! Oh, thou bravest of the brave, 

Each heart to-day with pride must own the worth 
Of thou, whose mission is to help and save. 

To bring thy sailor brothers back to earth. 
Ah, Storm Fiend, cease thy rush ! Still, still thy voice ; 

Give but those gallant tars one little chance. 
And let our anguished souls once more rejoice 

By watching yonder boat on wave-tops dance. 
Useless, oh cruel Fiend, our pray'r to thee ; 

She cannot move. Her crew their muscles strain. 
Deep buried in the trough of raging sea. 

Their almost superhuman toil is vain. 
Ah, see, they move ! Again they're making way. 

The men too see them from the doomed ship ; 
Again they're hidden by the blinding spray — 

See, see, an oar is broken, fatal slip ; 
But no, they miss it not, they still row on. 

They gain the ship — Hurrah ! Now for a rope— 
They've none to throw— God, their chance is gone ! — 

The boat has turned away and dashed all hope. 
She comes ashore. She battled with the strife 

Of angry elements in vain, in vain ; 
And now, to save her freight of human life, 

Must needs the wreck-strewn beach once more regain. 
Oh, men ! thou didst thy best, and proud are we 

To shake thine hardy honest hands once more, 
And know that thou at least hast balked the sea, 

And made thy landing safe again on shore. 
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Bat oh, our hearts are heavy still with woe. 

To watch those poor, poor fellows clinging there^ 
To feel that short the time ere they must go, 

To hear their cries still ringing through the air — 
Ah, see ! what means that streak across the sky ? 

'Tis surely smoke. Yes ! Yes ! Or do I dream P 
It is no dream — brave men, ye will not die— 

For to thine aid hastes that great wonder, steam ! 
The Tug from Bamsgate, with their boat in tow, 

Manned by a crew as gallant e'en as ours. 
Fast rushes through the billows white as snow ; 

The men half blinded by the wild spray show'rs. 
They've reached t)ie ship. They've reached the half-drowned 
men. 

So near that we can see them as they spring. 
But no description of my feeble pen 

To those who saw it not, that sight can bring. 
And noWy oh Storm Fiend, thou may'st do thy worsty 

Hurl golden wealth to very depths of sea. 
So human life, for which thou seem'st to thirst. 

Is safely snatched by gallant hearts from thee. 
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DEDICATED TO THE REV. HENRY DAY, HIS PUPILS. AND ALL WHO | 
ASSISTED AT THE ENTERTAINMENT GIVEN IN AID OF THE WIDOW ' 
AND ORPHANS OF THE LATE J. BURLIN80N, WHO WAS KILLED 
ON THE LONDON, CHATHAM, AND DOVER LINE FEBRUARY I. 1S77. 

I 

Oh Poverty ! how dark and drear, 

How wearisome thy road ! 
For man, strong man, 'tis hard to bear ' 

Thy -dragging, heavy load ; i 



LINES DEDIOATED TO THE BEV. HENKY DAY. 



319 



No rest, no rest, all toil, all toil, 
Then Bcarcely bread to eat — 

Oh ! Poverty, how bitter thou ! 
Oh ! Affluence, how sweet ! 

For man ! 'tis hard for woman left 

With little children too, 
Lest Affluence will stretch a hand 

To help ! what can she do ? 
When he, the bread winner, her stay, 

Is taken from her side ; 
Is swiftly called from earth away 

In manhood's early pride ? 

'Tis then that Nature's better part 

Like sun shines bright and clear. 
That hand unites with voice and heart 

The lonely ones to cheer ; 
And even little children then 

With noble zeal step forth, 
And aiding in the cause but shew 

Their own most priceless worth. 

A proof of this we had last night 

True proof in ev'ry way, 
And for the very pretty sight 

We thank you, Mr. Day ; 
To you, your masters, and your boys, 

Is greatest credit due. 
But first upon the list I think 

Day Junior must be you. 



Your music really was a treat 
And then, oh dear, what fun. 

Was in the spider and the fly 
By Dix so ably sung ! 
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Then Tilbury was to the life 

In Candle Candle dear, 
The picture of a coaxing wife, 

Whose spouse would barely hear, 

"Who could but laugh at the excuse 

Of ready witted Peg, 
The reason given for the goose 

Be'ng served up with one leg I 
To nature it was really true, 

The Devon rustic's speech, 
" I come from Devon, so must know 

Its language, Mr. Leach." 

And, Master Munns, we hope that you 

Believe in what you read. 
The "March of Intellect," 'tis true, 

Is very good indeed ; 
Though capitly you read it, sir. 

To tell you 'tis but right, 
A. longer piece we should prefer, 

You'd read another night. 

And Master Headon, pray, sir, mind. 

As through the world you roam. 
Your shafts are not of such a kind 

As strike so nearly home. 
The little men the chorus strong, 

"Whose names I do not know, 
I thank them for their glee and song 

That helped amuse us so. 

Yes, thanks, my boys, on their behalf, 

"Who owe so much to you. 
Bright particles of England's staff. 

Young Britons brave and true ! 
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Be life for us, boys, long or short, 
No human tongue can tell, 
But through it like the Fossets sung 
Might we too sing << AU's WeU." 

Among our pleasures not the least 

Was given by the band, 
As lovers of true harmony 

Last night could understand ; 
And as it now devolyes on me 

I thank them one and all, 
And Mr. Sanger for the use 

Of his most useful Hall. 



ON THE DEATH OF HER SON. AQED NINE YEARS. 

Td offer words of sympathy. 

If they of use could be, 
Trite world-worn words of condolence, 

If they could comfort thee ; 
They could not, for my fancy 

Paints from my mother heart, 
The pain within thy bosom 

Yet aching from Death's smart. 

But I would call thy memory 

To words of holy lore. 
In which it says thy treasured one 

Is but gone on before : 
He's taken that dread journey, 

Which toe some day must take, 
Escaping all earth's sorrow : 

Be thankful for his sake. 
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Think of his dear face tenderly, 

Let fall thy mother tears, 
But oh, remember happily 

Gleam all his future years ! 
That, one of God's own angels, 

He rests beside the Throne, 
That while toeWe onward toiling, 

He's safely reached his home. 

Look upward at the firmament. 

Yon star-bespangled skies, 
And in those stars so glorious 

Let fancy paint his eyes : 
For they are o'er thee watching. 

From those bright realms above, 
They gaze on all thine anguish, 

They note thy tears of love. 

And if to them 'twere possible 

To speak in human tone. 
They would venture to remonstrate 

With thee for tear and moan. 
They'd say, " Why weep, dear mother P 

Canst thou be grieved to see 
That all of pain and sorrow 

Hath passed away from me P 

That through all vast eternity 

Lies naught for me but joy, 
Thou canst not see regretfully 

This prospect for thy boy ; 
And in God's mighty goodness, 

Thou art not left alone. 
For thou hast other children 

To bless thine earthly home. 



So, mother, cease thus moumfully 

To think upon the past, 
Move on thy journey hopefully, 

And meet me here at last." 
Yes, this is what my fancy 

Would paint as Franky's pray'r. 
With dear ones left, he happy, 

'Tis well with him up there. 



TO MY BOOK. 

Oh, record frail, of deepest thought ! 

Has it heen in thy pow*r 
To soothe one heart, with anguish fraught. 

Then blessed be the hour 
In which I filled each page of thine 

With sadness, or with mirth, 
So using for the best, the time 

He's given me on earth. 
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EERATA. 



Page 58, line 4 from top, /or ** rnlefl " read " rolls." 

86, line 4 from bottom, /or '< grief" read ** grieve/' 



/ 



